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SHRINE OF BER THA. 
LETTER I. 
EDWARD COUNTNEY, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL, 


London, Sept. 17 9-. 


EAR my misfortunes, and tell me if 
there 1s fuch another wretch as myſelf 
* crawling *twixt heaven and earth?” } 


Four days paſt I left a letter at the Ner- 
mitage ; oh! that it had ſunk to the bottom 
of the lake before I had beheld it. Yeſterday 
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2 ' SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


morning I went, hoping and fearing, to re- 
ceive the at of my deſtiny. | 


On entering, J found a note, directed to 


me, cautiouſly placed beneath the ſtraw mat- 
traſs; judge of my tranſport when I read the 
following lines. 


« Jes, beloved, ami Edward, your 


« Ophelia has confidence in the honour of her 
« Courtney ; her hand, her heart, her for- 
« tune await your acceptance; be ready 
e this night at twelve o'clock, at the outſide 


cc of the Park paling, behind the favorite 


« Hermitage, ſacred to love and conſtancy ! 
« Be ſecret, be faithful, and receive the trem- 
ce bling but ingenuous 


OP HELIA,” 


I read this enchanting teſtimony of my 
Sophia's affection. at leaſt ten thouſand times, 
I ſnatched it to my palpitating breaſt, and, 


breathleſs with ecſtacy, returned to the houſe 
| | to 
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to make the preparations for my eternal hap- 
pinels. 


When I entered, the family were arranging 
themſelves for dinner, my Sophia was placed 
next to Colville, to whom ſhe was uncom- 
monly attentive, I was enchanted at her pre- 


caution, and beheld with patience, and even 
delight, the diſdainful glances ſhe frequently 


caſt on me. 


That horrible Witch of Endor, Miſs Win- 
terton, next to whom it was my lot to be 
placed, was more frightful and more aſſiduous 
than ever. : 


She had adorned her Hecalonean figure, with 
all the paraphernalia of pinchbeck, mock pearl, 
Dovey's diamonds, ruſty ſteel, and dirty feathers! 
not to mention, the beautiful mocho back and 
the immortal onyx, which were carefully diſ- 
played, beneath a ſaffron-tinted gauze apron. 


Diſguſted with the attentions of this veſtal, 


Heberax, I retired to my chamber, as ſoon as 
B* the 
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4 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


the formalities of the table would permit, to 
ruminate on my approaching happineſs. 


I remained in this delightful ſecluſion the 
whole evening, and after having given pro- 
per directions to my old and truſty ſervant, 
who was to attend me, I penned a ſhort note 
to Sir Hervey Wintworth, alledging the ſud- 
den indiſpoſition of Mrs. Percival as the cauſe 
of my abrupt departure. 


At twelve o'clock my ſervant came to my 
door, and, gently tapping with his whip, in- 
formed me that every thing was read. 


Oh! Percival, how my keart bounded at 
the intelligence! I darted with the ſwiftnels 
of lightning through the hall, and in an inſtant 
gained the park paling: I had ſcarcely reach- 
ed the appointed place when my eats were 
bleſſed with the ſound of my Opbelia's foot- 
ſteps; fearful to encourage the deluſions of 
my fond enraptured imagination, I liſtened 
cl chey approached within a few paces of 

| the 
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the ſpot, where I was waiting in all the tor- 
ments of hope and fear, before I had reſolu- 
tion to utter a ſyllable, 


She was veiled—her chaſte eyes dared not 


encounter the etherial glances of her /i/ter 
orb! IJ thought this no time for elo- 
quence ; ſhe tripped into the chaiſe, and the 


poſtillions having before received their in- 


ſtructions, flew towards the altar of Hymen, 
upon the wings of love. 


We had not proceeded three miles when 


my ſervant rode up to the carriage, with my 
purſe, which I had left on my dreſſing table, 
crying, * Stop, flop, Sir, your money!” The ap- 
pearance of a man on horſeback, with. this 
ſalutation, (though I inſtantly recognized his 
voice and figure) cauſed ſuch trepidation in 
the breaſt of my trembling companion, that 
for the firſt time during our expedition, ſne 
addretted me: Heavens] Percival, what were 
my ſenſations, when 1 heard fer lay, © Oh! 
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6 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


my dear Courtney, how ſhall J preſerve my 


 mocho backed watch and my onyx ſeal?” 


« Fjiends and furies, your what ?” exclaimed 
I, inſtantly attempting to eſcape—tfor 


Laucretia's ſelf 1 HEARD * Tpow'r to ſpeak,” 


But ſhe ſtruck her fangs into the ſkirt 
of my coat, and held me faſt. Will you 
leave me, Courtney?” ſaid Miſs Winterton. 
That / will mo} affuredly,” anſwered ]. 
e What, in this diſmal foreſt?” I could only 
groan forth, © Oh beloved injured Ophelia,” 
But I am deceived, I am trepanned, © Nay,” 


anſwered ſhe, I think *tis I that am trepan- 


ved! was it for this, ungrateful youth, that J 
overſtepped the bounds of virgin modeſiy, and 
condeſcended to anſwer your deluding epiſtles?” 


Notwithſtanding her ridiculous eredulity, 


the reſpect due to the /ex made me attempt 


a ſerious expoſtulation. 


&« Madam, 
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« Madam,” ſaid I, as I ſtood upon the ſtep 
of the carriage, ſhe /?z// holding the ſkirt of my 
coat, © your own good ſenſe muſt tell you, 
that there has been ſome awkward miſunder- 


ſtanding, in this affair, for which I am ready 


to make you any apology ; I wiil attend you 
to. whatever place of ſafety you require, and 
to-morrow morning I will, by a proper ex- 
planation, counteract the ridicule ro which 
this night's adventure might expoſe you.“ 


ce Impertinent coxcomb] was the anſwer I 
received for my obliging offer, 


Feartily tired of this controverſy, I made 
a deſperate effort to regain my liberty, by 


ſipping my arms out of my ſleeves, and 


jumping off the ſtep; having done ſo, I in- 
ſtantly ſhut the chaiſe door, and after order- 
ing my ſervant to protect the lady, and con- 
duct her to whatever place ſne choſe to name, 


I wrapped myſelf in his great coat, mounted - 


his horſe, and with incredible ſwiſtneſs haſtened 
towards London, in my road thither, while 
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3 <HRINE OF BERTHA. 


at breakfaſt, I wrote a ſhort note to Colville, 


informing him of my unhappy mi/take, and en- 
treating him to elucidate the myſtery to my 
dear and juſtly offended Sophia. 


I ſhall remain in town till T know my deſ- 
tiny, which I ſhall not fail to communicate, 


Dear Percival, 
Your's ever, 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


LETTER 


LETTER: II. 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Charleton Pricry, Sept. 17 9-. 


1 DID not imagine my dear Laura, when I 
wrote my laſt letter to you, that I ſhould 


ſo ſoon have occaſion to exemplify thoſe pre- 
cepts of philoſophy, which I recommended to 


your conſideration. 


Il am now more than ever convinced that no 
reliance ſhould be placed on the proteſtation 

of a lover, yet I cannot intirely agree in opi- 
nion, that “he days of chivalry are no more.” 
I have, this evening, witneſſed an inſtance 
of Knight errantry, unequalled in the records 
of Spaniſh proweſs! _ | 
You 
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You will wonder at my compoſure when 
I inform you, not four hours ſince that inſi- 
nuating hypocrite, Mr, Courtney, eloped from 
the priory! Had any thing amiable or faſ. 
cinating captivated his fickle mind, I ſhould 
have relinquiſhed ny pretentions, and borne 
my injuries with philoſophy ; but to be ri- 
valed by ſuch a Sybil, as Miſs Lucretia Win- 
terton, by ſuch a deplorable objet !-——Oh! I 
have not patience to proceed — 


S 6 ⏑ 24 © N d . 


J have been interrupted by ny friend, Lady 
Cavil, who flew on the wings of delight to re- 
mind me of my humiliation, and gratity her 
prominent propenſity ; as ] cannot, in any other 
language than her own, do juſtice to her elo- 
quence, I ſhall give you our converſation ver- 
batim. h 


« What a ſtupid girt you muſt be to ſuffer 
that old harradan to cheat you out of your 


conſeious moon and Scotch par ſon! Why if I had 
| „ "Worn 
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been treated ſo, I would have followed them, 
and broken the blackſmith's head with his 
own hammer, if it were my caſe.” —— 


« Tf it were your caſe, Madam,” interrupted 
I, «I dare fay you would; but, being mine, I 
beg permiſſion to think for myſelf.” 


« Yes, and you are likely, Miß, to think 
by yourſelf,” retorted Lady Cavil, with a ma- 
licious ſneer, © but. I won't moraſy you, 


child.” 


“My dear Lady Cavil,” replied I, with a 
degree of. ſang froid which provoked my 
gentle friend almoſt to madneſs, 1 believe 
the mortification will be general. There 
needs no GHOST come from the grave to tell 
us, that Mr. Courtney was a favorite in this 
family.” 


This unfortunate truth arreſted the ele- 
gant concluſion of her harangue, and 


* vaniſhed, As I. roſe to ſhut my door, for 
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I was reſolved that ſhe ſhould enter no more 
that night, it being then paſt three o'clock, I 
heard the gallery echo with © impertinent co- 
quet ! inſolent flirt! et cetera, et cetera! 


'Tis day break and I have not yet cloſed 
my eyes. | 


As I am heartily tired of this angrateſul 
ſubject, I will endeavour to ſeek repoſe. 


Adieu, deareſt Laura, 
Your's affectionately, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


LETTER 
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LETTER III. 


9 


LAURA FIT ZZ-OW EN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


— 


Lauſanne, Sept. 17 9-. 


HAT indulgent BEING who gave me a 

ſuſceptible heart, who made me “ trem- 
blingly alive” to all the viciſſitudes of fate, 
will, I truſt, alſo give me fortitude to bear your 
dreadful intelligence. 


1 ˙ A nee nn DEI 


25 


> ©. * bg. yy OO” 
rs ens — PRC Sas Afar... net, 


Mr. Percival (for ſo I muſt now call him) 
will have my moſt earneſt wiſhes for his fu- 
ture felicity;—my tendereſt friendſhip—and 


my laſt figh!. 


Sophia, I muſt learn to /uffer ; I muſt en- 
deavour to exerciſe my regſon; I muſt re- 
member 
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14 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


member, that my couſin is the Heir to the im- 
perious Lord Litchfield, and that Lam a 
ſolitary friendleſs orphan ! 


Cruel deſtiny! moſt agonizing thought! 
that I am to be the victim of capricious for- 
tune—and, becauſe born to penury, ordained 
to pine in ſolitude—and, perhaps, periſh—a 
victim of ſenſibility. | 


- Happy will be that woman who is the deſ- 
tined wife of Mr. Percival! I don't envy 
her, for if ſhe 1s an object of his choice, ſhe 
muſt be amiable : — Envy — heaven forbid 
that ſo mean, ſo vile a thought, ſhould con- 
taminate the ſoul of her, who is the pupil of 
Madame St. Bruno. 


All the face of the creation nom wears a 
new and melancholy aſpect, I no longer with 
for the returning /pring, or quit my pillow at 
the break of day, with a mind at eaſe to con- 
template its beauties! I do not, after fervent 
Prayers, fink into delicious and unbroken 

wy flumbers ;— 
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ſlumbers; — or, in my dreams, ſtroll in the 
paths. of exquiſite repoſe! No, Sophia, a 


thorny vale is zow my wandering place, and 


threatening clouds o'erſhadow the proipect 
before me. 


Lets though my heart may be tortured 
with the moſt acute pangs, my eyes ſhall not 


by a ſingle tear betray its weakneſs! I may 


figh—but it ſhall be when no inquiſitive in- 
trudler ſhall mock my ſorrows—the thade of 
Bertha ſhall alone bear witneſs to my ſuffer-. 
ings.— 


I truſt Mr. Percival will be happy — Oh! 
heavens! if I could controul his deſtiny, he 
ſhould know nothing but delight !—His days 
ſhould fly on wings of. rapture, and his /aft 
hour preſent the bright retroſpect of undiſ- 
turbed n 


; I am compoſed, and though not happy, 


unrepining:— This unequivocal deciſion is far 
more defirable than the lingering miſeries of 
ſuſpence, 
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ſuſpence. We perpetually fathion ſcenes 
of happineſs, merely to afford the demon of 
deſpair new victories. DEesPaiR—ſhall ſhe 
who has been nurſed in the boſom of religion 
entertain ſo weak a thought? Shall ſhe for- 
get the hope which eternity preſents, and ſuffer 
ſuch a fiend to deſtroy her expectations. 


I have not communicated your intelligence 
to Miſs Warton, I am aſhamed of having 


_ entertained an idea of Mr. Percival. Alas! 


I with I had never ſeen him but, baving ſeen 
him, how, rell me how 1 ſhall forget him. 


Who is the heireſs of Lord Granmore ? 
I have heard the name, but I cannot recollect 
where or when. Moſt likely ſhe is in 1taly 
by my couſin's remaining there /o long per- 
haps by this time they are married. —— 


Henry Percival married. IJ am over- 
whelmed and faint — not with the /aboricus 
avocation of writing this letter, but with the 
more fatiguing fever of the mind—the very 
worſt of maladies, 1 
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* * * * * * * 


Oh ! that this agonized being could fink to 
reſt—that my hour of annihilation could arrive 
tefere the nuptial day of Henry Percival. 


I ſhall hate myſelf for not rejoicing at his 
acquiſition of wealth; though I think 7 could 
have lived upon a ſcanty pittance, in a clay- 
built hovel, on the bleak ſummit of a barren 
mountain, and, with him, have fancied myſelf 
in elyſum! What are the faſcinations of 
wealth, that not only the vile and ſordid are 
their votaries, but ſuch minds as Henry Per- 
crval's confeſs their attractions? — 


No- will not believe that an intereſted 
idea could influence his feelings. He adores 
his promiſed bride! She is the object of his 
choice! Yes, yes, it muſt be ſo—then J m 
reſigned, =—= 
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I will remember his converſation as a 
dream that paſſed over my ſlumbering ſenſcs. 
I will recall his he to my mind, as the pic- 
ture of an angel, and, as ſuch, I will revere it, 
and hope again to behold it i a better world. 


Alas! I have no longer any buſineſs here, 
I am but a miſerable ſhadow, gliding in the 
glooms of monaſtic oblivion, and hourly 
treading the thin partition between my foot- 
ſteps and the grave. 


How often have I ſhuddered at the thought 
of death, that meagre ſpectre, for whoſe ap- 


proach I now wait with fond ſolicitude — in 
whoſe icy arms I ſhall ſleep anmoleſted. 


Perhaps the lowly ſtate which I have often 
lamented, is my greateſt bleſſing: Had I 
been born to ſplendid enjoyments, had I been 
the heireſs of Lord Granmore, the wife of Henry 
Percival, I might have wiſhed to live—Oh'! 
yes, I ſhould with longing eyes have lingered 
* | on 
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on the confines of eternity, and ſhrunk from 
the pale deſpot like a trembling coward, 


But no. view the diſtant proſpect of the 
varying ſcenes with diſguſt and abhorrence; 
my days are darkened, by deſpair, and my 
nights diſturbed with ſtartling dreams — 


Or, if by chance, one pitying ray of reſt, 
Warms the ſad inmate of my throbbing breaſt ; 
'Tis but a gleam of intellectual light 

That feebly glances o'er my mental ſight, 

And, for a moment, diſſipates the gloom, 

To point my weary footſteps to the tomb. 


Write to me again ſoon, but direct for me 
Chez Monſieur de Leitzberg Banquier à Vienne. 


2 N Sap corn... ev 


If any thing intereſting ſhould happen you 
ſhall hear from me again before I depart. 


Adieu, 


Faithfully yours, 


LAURA FITZ-OO -- XN. | 


LETTER 
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LETTER IV. 


118 FRANCIS COLVILLF, 

TO EDWARD COURTNEY. 
Charlton Priory, Sept. 178-, 

MY DEAR COURTNEY, 


DR Gght me again for ſaying that! 
enjoyed your diſappointment exceed- 

5 1167 16577 
I think this laſt adventure will prove a to- 


lerable leſſon to your excentric diſpoſition.— 
Miſs Winterton is the object of univerſal 


commiſeration, though ſhe bears her misfor- 


tune with becoming fortitude and haughty 
philoſophy; but “ ſoft you a word or two 
before I go.” When you are next inclined 
to play Lorenzo, and carry off a gentle Jeſſica, 
allow 
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allow me to adviſe you not to rely on the fire 
of your own romantic enthuſiaſm, but to truſt 


to the more ſteady flame of phoſphoric light, 


or ſuffer the god of day to witneſs your valor- 
ous exploits. I think Lady Cavil's warning to 
cc remember twelve,” ought to have impreſſed 
you with terror at the idea of midnight. 


I have a great mind not to tell you that I 
have made your peace with Sophia. She 
ſays that the crime carries the puniſhment 
with it,“ and that you have nothing to dread 
from her reſentment, if you had, you need 
never deſpair while you can find a willow, or 
a fiſh pond, | 


Farewell, commiſerating your mi;foriunes, be- 
lieve me, 


Yours truly, 


FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


LETTER 
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LETTER V. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO EDWARD: COURTNEY. 
Rome, Sept. 17 9-, 


A I began to think it an inſtance of folly 
to be w/e by myſelf, I have of late en- 
tered into all the ſpirit of theſe rapturous re- 
gions, yet I find the image of my Laura 
preſent itſelf to my imagination, equally in 
the luxurious labyrinths of the ſplendid tino 
and in the awful mazes of the ruined colliſeum. 


T thought, by mingling with the gay, 
Jo ſnatch the veil of grief away; 

I hoped, amidſt the joyous train, 

To break affliction's pond'rous chain; 

Vain was the hope, in vain I ſought 


The placid hour of careleſs thought. 
| Where 


6 
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Where faſhion wing'd her light career, 
And ſpoitive pleaſure danc'd along, 
Olt' have I ſhunn'd the blithſome throng, 
To hide th' involuntary tear! 
For e'en where rapt'rous tranſports glow, 
From the full heart the conſcious tear will flow, 


I will return to Lauſanne, though the eter- 
nal diſpleaſure of my family ſhould be the 
conſequence. I am no ſlave—friendſhip may 
prevail, but force never ſhall; 'tis an unplea- 
ſant circumſtance to incur the reſentment of 
a relation, but E'meglio un buon amico che cento 
Parenti. I feel the impoſſibility of enjoying 
the breezes of heaven out of the fight of 
Laura Fitz-Owen ! 


* * * * * * 


I] was interrupted by a meſſage from Sir 
Robert Littleworth. My Lacquais, who is a 
ſpecies of animal between a coxcomb and a 
connoiſſeur, entered my chamber, Signor 
una lettera,” ſaid he, from whom Mortelli ? 
« ah! par mia fe 7” dat Cavaliere Littlewort ;” 

« From 
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From whom?” interrupted I. * Ah!” re- 
turned the enraged Mortelli, raiſing his voice, 
for I believe that all foreigners ſuppoſe we 
are deaf in proportion as we are 1gnorant of 
their language, from dat babare ingleſe which 
trow his dog a la reviere for fetch le medalion 
Jrom Herculaneum.” 


Then, laying the letter on the table, diſ- 
dainfully quitted the apartment, in a minuet 


ſtep. 5 


In order to give you an idea of this valu- 
able virtuoſo, I ſhall endeavour: to deſcribe 
him. $i 


Pierre Baptiſte, Theodore, Gaſperini de Mor- 
telli, is by birth a frenchman, but being an 


antiquarian in mind as well as body, he tells 
me that he retired to Italy to indulge his 
guſio for the fine arts; (and allow me to add, 
for the pleaſure of pilfering any ni Lor An- 
_ glois en paſſant, whom chance or misfortune 

may 
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raay throw in his way=this I know by expe- 
rience!) | 


His dreſs is, if poſſible, more quaint than 
his addreſs : Imagine a renovated mummy in a 
ſpotted Z7yger velvet ſuit, which from ſize and 
faſhion, appears to have been the Habit de 
Parade of ſome gigantic ſatellite, in the court 
of Lewis the Fourteenth ; added to this, a col- 
lection of wool and hair, which I ſuppoſe he 
wiſhes to have miſtaken far 2 wig, to which 
are ſuſpended a ſmall black roſette and a ſoli- 
taire, carefully arranged to hide a planted ſtock, 
which is monthly honored by the en of 
his laundreſs. 


This epitome of every thing antediluvian, 
is a perpetual ſource of amuſement for the 
facetious Baronet. 


But, to return to my morning's adventure. 
By the time J had finiſhed my coffee, i ca- 
vatier arrived in propria perſonæ, leading poor 
Martelli, whom I ſuppole he had encountered 
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on the ſtairs, by the collar; after twirling him 
round half a dozen times, he threw him into 
an arm chair, and retreating a few paces, ex- 


claimed, 


e That's your go! Now, Mounſeer, let's ſee 
how you look after your hornpipe. Why, you 
wanted a good ſhaking, my honeſt Nero, to 
take the duſt out of your ruſty panther hide, 
what ſay you to another trial, my old heart 
of Porphyry? Or doſt thou prefer poſtponing 
our pas de deux till a future occaſion?” As 1 
law that he was determined to irritate Mor- 
relli beyond his patience, by which we ſhould 
have been the ſufferers, I endeavoured to 
change the converſation, by a propoſal to 
viſit and examine the curioſities for which 
this city is remarkable: At the mention of 
curigſities, Mortelli's reſentment immediately 
vaniſhed, and, proud of being applied to for 
inſtruction, after taking a pinch of ſnuff and re- 
adjuſting his roſette and ſolitaire, he exclaimed, 
with that degree of conſequence which 1s na- 

turally 
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turally attendant upon ignorance, * A pardi 
Signor, you ſhall ſee, des rhojes dat you have 
not ſeen in your life. 


ce Shows!” cried the Baronet, © Egad, Per- 
cival, this is old © /anterna magica, come 
from London.” 


cc Mais non, Monſieur, retorted Mortelli, 
rather piqued at the ſuppoſed degradation, 
cc you have no ſuch ting in England.” 


« Granted, and I hope we never ſhall have 
ſuch things in England, looking contemptu- 
ouſly at our man of many names, but come,” 
continued he, “let us know what other wild 
beaſts there are to be ſeen.” 


ce Comment, Monfieur ! we have no vile bees 
now,“ anſwered the aſtoniſhed lacquais, © but 
vil ſhew you de famous amphitheatre, where 
dey were make fight FP 


C2 de Aimpli- 
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« Amphitheatre! what have you got one 
bere? enquired Sir Robert. * Ob! oui Signor,“ 
returned Mortelli, * go dere every day to 
inſtruct myſelf.” 


e That muſt be a good go, by Jupiter,” re- 
torted Littleworth, what, hat is the riding 
dreſs of your country, J ſuppoſe, or you, per- 

haps, are the Merryman of the troop? But 
Fil ſhew you what it is to ride, I have got a 
couple of choice cattle here with me, and they 
ſhall run with you for what yuu dare, and, 


egad III ride my/etf.” 


ce Monſieur, you cannot ride in our amphi- 
theatre, tis ruin!“ 
«Ruin'd hey? What has your maſter ſhut up 
fhop?—Fatth, I have a great mind to ſucceed 
him, are there any more of the ſame ſort?” 


The wondering Morelli not comprehend- 

ing the Baronet's meaning, ſeriouſly informed 

him, that there was alſo he Pantheon, a place 
equally admired and frequented. 
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« No matter for that,” replied Sir Robert, 
The more oppoſition the better; nothing 
like it; we fellows who know what's what, 
would always prefer a neat nag to a ſqualling 
Signora - what do you think of 1 it, my old 
Roman Emperor * 


This laſt vociferous demand was accom- 
panied by a ſtroke on the ſhoulder, which 
nearly annihilated the unfortunate Mortelli, 
who in a tremulous voice enquired, “for 
why are you en colere?” | 


3», 


e Colour, my old jockey,” returned my 


eccentric countryman, © what care I for that, 


I drive four different colours—fleet as the roe- 


buck—fetlocks like 0 like 
their maſter. — 


I endeavoured to explain the miſtake which 
I perceived he was labouring under, but he 
was too much enchanted with his new plan 
of rivalling Aſtley, in * at Rome 
to attend me, 


ec L 
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I therefore adviſed him to convince him- 
ſelf, and when he had expoſed himſelf ſuffi- 
cently to enſure zotoriety, to _ the city a 
ca 


"Tis a very mortifying circumſtance that 
the follies of our countrymen haunt us, even, 
in theſe diſtant regions! We fly with avidity 
to meet an Engliſhman, and with double ve- 
locity we often are obliged 70 fly from him. 


There are indeed two advantages permit- 
ted to travellers—we are not obliged to ac- 
Enowledge all the ridiculous characters with 
whom we aſlociate in a foreign country—and 
what is done at a great diftance, is not always 
blazoned in our native iſland. 

Oh! Courtney, how would ſome of our 
accomplithed Right Honoralles be able to face 

the records of their continental eccentricl- - 
ties, their treacheries in -love, and their out- 
rages againſt the rules of decorum ; I almoſt 


think the aquatic breezes between Dover and 
Calais 
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Calais poſſeſs the power of the Lethean foun- 
tain, for we forget not only the ſoil where we 
have practiſed over follies, but even the ces 
who tempted us to commit them. 


Littleworth miſtakes the wonder he excites 
for admiration, and his abſurdities increaſe in 
proportion to the aſtomſhment of the multi- 
tude. He has been cheated in all the various 
ways to which his ignorance has expoſed him, 
and I am convinced that he will continue to 


be the dupe as long as his banker furnihes 


the means. 


But he who travels for adventures muſt 
take them as they preſent themſelves, and re- 
member that, : 


Non ſi può aver la roſa, ſenza le ſpine. 
Adieu, believe me 
Yours truly, 


HENRY PERCIVAL. 


C4 LETTER 
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LETTER VI. 
LAURA FITZ-OWEN, . 
TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 
Lanſanne, Sept. I79-, 
RE a ſhort period ſhall elapſe, I muſt 


quit Lauſanne for ever. The certainty 
of repoſe 1s more valuable than the diſtant 


proſpect of the moſt animated ſcenes. 


I am of late grown very much attached to 
this ſolitary abode, and ſometimes.think, that 
when I depart, the ſplendour of the city which 


I am about to viſit will appear leſs pleaſing. 


By habit we not only become reconciled to 
gloomy thoughts, but we cheriſh them with 
the moſt earneſt fondneſs. I do not think I 


am formed * the lively haunts of glittering 


ſociety, 
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ſociety, the penſive turn of my mind ſuits the 


cloyſter, but would, I fear, be loſt in the bril- 


liancy of a palace. 


You will laugh at me when I ſay, that I 


ſhould ſhrink with diſguſt from the wices of 
exalted life ; 1 ſhould ſhudder at the thought 
of duplicity ; I ſhould abhor the trivial pur- 
ſuits of empty diſſipation, and be gothic enough 
to admire the labours of genius! 


How ſhall I, a ſtranger to the world, ſelect 
the moſt deſerving minds, amidſt the herd of 
taſteleſs and unfeeling objects? Alas! merit 
is often obliged, by indigence, to pay court to 
unenlightened baſeneſs, and the ſemblance of 
acquieſcence, enforced by poverty, may be 
miſtaken for congenial depravity, by one un- 
practiſed in the myſteries of fate. 


I have heard, that the children of genius 
are often the ſlaves of the ignorant: Heavens 
how my heart would ache to behold ſuch hu- 
miliation, 


Cs Lately 


1 
i 
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Eately exprefling my wiſh to change the 
ſcene, I enquired of Madame St. Bruno, how 
long it would be before we ſhould arrive at 
Vienna: Ah! my dear child,” ſaid ſhe, 
ce you know not the miiery you covet; you 
will ſoon be diſguſted with the follies of life, 
and I ſhall fee you return ſighing for ſecluſion : 
I know the winding mazes of a court, I have 
trod them, and they are over-run with fou] 
weeds whoſe infectious qualities poiſon all who 


approach them.” 


« They were the bane of the unhappy 
Bertha : Had ſhe never ventured near their 
fatal. contamination, ſhe had probably AGW 
been. living.” 


I began to wiſh that we ou remain here 
for ever. | 


I wandered into the garden, and took witli: 
me a volume of Roufſeau—he was a very ex- 
traordinary Being ! His writings contain the 
moſt faſcinating and dangerous leſſons that 


the heart can venture to cheriſh.. 
A. 
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A. terrace in the garden commands a view 
of all the diftant country, I fat on the parapet 

wall and with almoſt holy veneration contem- 
plated the proſpect! Often did fancy point out 
the rocks, the woods, the very ſeats of St. 
Preux and Julie. Oh! Sophia, they were happy 
here, why then do I with to wander? 


How often, dear enchanting ſcenes, how 
often have I viſited your hallowed mazes, 


Where, from the wild romantic cliffs around, 
The headlong torrents fall with hollow ſound, . 
And ſtealing through the winding vale below, 
Unſeen thro nzid-day glooms inceſsant flow: 
While ſullen echo's airy tongue betrays, 

Where round her ſeat the rippling channel ſtrays; 
While the lone owl, her lured haunts among, 


To the pale moou repeats her nightly ſong. 


We have made all the neceſſary prepara- 
trons for our long journey, the whole commu- 
nity 1s overpowered with melancholy for the 
loſs of our amiable abbeſs. 


Qs: Belinda 
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Belinda Warton is very formal of late, and 
ſince the ſcene at the farm of Tereſe, ſhe has 
not treated me with her uſual friendly atten- 
tion, ſhe is aſſiduouſly occupied in paying her 
court to Madame St. Bruno, and by the moſt 
flattering devotions wiſhes to rival he in her 
affections; But the regard which is to be ob- 
tained by fal/hood and ſervile adulation is not 
worthy of ny acceptance. Conſcious of my 
zeal and ſincerity, where I find an object wor- 
thy of my eſteem, I can eaſily diſpenſe with 
the friendſhip of lo and little minds. 


Madame St. Bruno 1s too amiable and en- 
lightened a woman to ſuffer impoſition long, 
and the ſudden change in Belinda's conduct 
will rather awaken her ſuſpicions than impoſe 
upon her underſtanding, — Claudine tells me, 
ſhe has ſpoken unkindly of me to ſeveral of 
the 7475, and in the moſt jealous terms con- 
demned our abbeſs for allowing me ſo much 
liberty ; ſhe turned my poor little Shrine into 
ridicule, and ſaid, it was impious to pay my 
devotions at the grave of a vile ſuicide. Oh! 

Sophia, 
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Sophia, I cannot forgive the expreſſion — I 
cannot think of it without ſhedding tears. 


Have you heard any thing more about the 
heireſs of Lord Granmore? I believe Mr. 
Percival is yet in Italy, we have received no 
letters from him lately —— 


* « * * * * . 


I was ſummoned to receive a meſſage from 
Tereſe de Bouvais, She has ſome fruit and 
conſerves, which ſhe wiſhes me to accept be- 
fore I depart ; I ſhall call upon her if I can 
obtain leave, to-morrow morning after ma- 
tins, but I ſhall tell the reaſon of my viſit, for 
I never will again expoſe myſelf to the detec- 
tion of a falſhaod. 


Adieu, 
Yours faithfully, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


LETTER 
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LETTER VII. 


SIR: FRANCIS COLVILLE; 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL a. 


Privy, Sept. 72 8 


NEED not communicate to you the 
amours of Courtney and Miſs Winterton, 
I ſuppoſe the tale has already proved an infi-- 
nite ſource of amuſement, but of the moſt ri- 
diculous part of the adventure you are yet to 
be informed, 


Courtney's ſervant, who was left to guard 
the deluded damſel, conveyed her to an Inn, 


at about three miles diſtance from the ſcene. 
6. . 
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of humiliation, and then returned to the 
Priory, where he gave a moſt ludicrous de- 
ſcription of the diſaſters of the preceding 
night. 
1 

The triumphant ſmiles of Lady Cavil du- 
ring the recital, led me to imagine that ſhe 
was more earneſtly intereſted in the fate of 
Mr. Courtney than J had before ſuſpected, or 
that mere ſympathy for Sophia would have 
dictated. As there was no time to loſe, I 
propoſed, that Miſs} Cleveland, Lady Cavil, 
and myſelf, ſhould fally forth, and reſcue this 
ce true virgin here diſtreſſed ;” but Sophia, 
from motives of delicacy, not wiſhing to wit- 
neſs the confuſion of a fallen enemy, declined _ 
the enterpriſe, and Lady Morland was pre- 
yailed on to ſupply her place. | 


The old caravan was again put into mo- 
tion, and we- arrived at the Inn juſt time 
enough to ſnatch our fair fugitive from that 
ponderous vehicle called the Bath Fly in which 


the had meditated a precipitate retreat, 
9 Lady 
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Lady Cavil, the moment ſhe perceived our 
fnuggler under weigh, hailed her, and inſtantly 
brought her to, by a volley of the moſt ſooth- 
ing congratulations, which ſer the whole party 
in a roar of laughter, | 


A reſpectable looking old clergyman hear- 
ing the * ſhrill clarion” of Lady Cavil, thruſt 
his head out of the window of the ſtage 
coach, to demand the cauſe of the ſudden up- 
roar. Only a young lady who eloped laſt 
night, and is reclaimed by her friends,” an-- 


ſwered Lady Cavil. 


ce Then, Madam, you have miſſed the ob- 
ject of your purſuit,” returned the traveller, 
« for I aſſure you there are no paſſengers in 
our carriage but this worthy old woman 


and PPT. . 


We immediately diſtinguiſned Miſs Win- 
terton's voice, reproving her ſententious com- 
panion, in the tone and language of a ſecond 

Aanlipe. 
: ce Sir 
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« Sir, if you will have the politeneſs to 
withdraw that enormous vg of yours, I will, 
with your permiſſion, anſwer for myſelf, J am 
the Lady for whom this officious party are 
enquiring. 


Madam, returned he, I aſſure you once 
more, that you are not the perſon they are 
ſeeking for; they ſaid ha were following a 
young Lady. 


„ Poh! poh! nonſenſe! I tell you——but 
I ſhan't ſtay to convince ſuch an impertinent 
old pedant—open the door, coachman;” ſay- 
ing this, ſhe quitted her aſtoniſhed companion, 
who ſeemed extremely rejoiced at her de- 
parture. | 


Miſs Winterton now advanced towards us, 
and looking diſdainſully at ne, declared, that 
if ſhe had known that ſhe was to encounter 
the inſolent ſarcaſms of that badgering Baronet 
ſhe ſhould certainly have proceeded to Lon- 
don. —— 

c Come, 
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« Come, come, Miſs Winterton,” ſaid Lady 

Cavil, „this is carrying the jeſt too far, it does 

not require the ſkill of a magician to deviſe 
your motive for proceeding to Landon. 


« Paton to LONDON s ſmoaky town retires, 
While!“ — 5 | | 


«© My Lady Cavil,“ interrupted Miſs Win- 
terton, while her features bore teſtimony to 
the irritation of her mind, © I warn you to Jet 
me hear no more ſcandal ; remember, that a gen- 
tewoman is not to be ſlandered with impunity.” 


« Oh, fie!” exclaimed Lady Moreland, as 
the indignation of her poliſhed mind fluſhed 
over her lovely countenance, *is that the 
language of a woman of education? I really | 
bluſh, Miſs Winterton, to hear you utter 2 | 
threat ſo -bred and liberal.” 


* That the Lady is gentle, rejoined I.“ will, { 
believe, be a matter of ſome doubt; but 
that ſhe is a woman is evident, from her cre- 
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dulity yeſterday evening, and the proof we 
have witneſſed of her recent congueſt.” 


cc Sir,” retorted our enraged ſpinſter, «if 
by your 1mpertinent innuendoes you allude 
to my having been duped by the machina- 
tions of that Þambooſiing prieſt, Mr. Edward 
Courtney, I muſt beg leave to remark, that I 
am not the firſt young Lady who has been 
drawn afide by your deluding ſex.” 


As I found that her rage increaſed, I 
deſired Lady Cavil to ſoften her farcaſtic ſe- 
verity, and aſſiſt me in perſuading Miſs Win- 
terton to return with us. 


After much ſoothing and flattering, I un- 
dertook to be the Sir Clement Cotterell of 
the occaſion, and after handing her into the 
carriage, with all the formality of the vieille 
cour, proceeded with our reclaimed runaway 
to the Priory, from whence I now write. 


Lou 
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You ſhall hear from me again when Court- 
ney arrives, I dare ſay he will afford freſh 
ſubject of entertainment. 

Dear Percival, 


Your's, 


FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER VIII. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SUPHIA CLEVELAND. 
Lauſanne, Sept. 17 9-, 


AM this inſtant returned from the farm of 
Tereſe de Bouvais, where I found a letter 
from my couſin, Mr. Percival !—a leiter which 
has awakened all my regrets, and filled my 
heart with the moſt extreme affliction. 


He certainly is yet ignorant of his uncle's 
intentions reſpecting an alliance for him, he 
profeſſes that ſort of ſteem, for I dare not 
call it by a more tender name, for me, which 
convinces me that he 1s now unacquainted 
with tis deſtiny, 

Alas! 


1 
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Alas! Sophia, what ſhall I fay in anſwer to 
his letter? Shall J be the meſſenger of un- 
pleaſing intelligence? Shall 7 occaſion a pang 

in the boſom of Henry Percival—impeoſſible!” 


The common rules of politeneſs will for- 
bid my flence; yet, ought I to hold a clan- 
deſtine correſpondence with one who is on the 
point of marriage with another woman? — 
Certainly not. 


Then will not remorſe agonize my breaſt, 
if I deceive Madame St. Bruno? She who 
has been a mother to me: — Oh! my ſoul 
ſhrinks at the idea of pocriſy— I will anſwer 
his letter, but my dear Monitreſs ſhall ſee 
what I write—there can be no cauſe for dread 
where there is nothing to conceal, and I would 
not have the perpetual fear of expoſure upon 
my mind for all that the univerſe could beſtow, 
not even for the affection of the amiable 
Henry. He will, if he has a generous liberal 
mind know be has, therefore he ill 
us = applaud 
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applaud my nden, and reſpect me for my 
diſcretion. 


There is nothing in his letter that can pre- 
ſent a ſingle hope to my imagination—be- 
yond the "wa perfect friendſbip — I thank 
heaven he only efteems me as a relation—for 
any profeſſions of love, would, circumſtanced 
as he will ſhortly be, overwhelm me with 
deſpair-—T truſt I ſhould have fortitude to re- 
fuſe his hand ſo promiſed to another—but the 
only fafe reſolution a feeling mind can make, 
is to avoid every ſhadow of temptation. 


I ſhall immediately ſhew Mr. Percival's 
letter to Madame St. Bruno—T hope ſhe will 
ſuffer me to anſwer it; if only a ſingle line, 
to ſay that I am grateful for his good opi- 
nion. 


Yet, why does he write to me at all? J will 
not try to diſcover his motive; — I will not 
ſuppoſe, even for an inſtant, that he had 
any reaſon for remembering me—] Will attri- 
bute 


= 
y 
o 
\ : 
4 
> 
+ 
5 540 
tA 
ity 
} 
50 
1% 
ir * 
If 4 
\ il 
„ 
1, 8 
- 
n 
[1 
# ; 
+ 
®, 
* k 
11 
% 3 
34 
— © 
1 H 
= 
4 5 * 
1% 
180 
3 
-.; of 
. 
999 
r 
* 
* 
Y 
£8 
77 
3 
v 


90 
4 
» ; 
ww 


$5 es; = 4 


q 
1 
q 
* 
of 
4 
3 
2 


th — SUR - my = 
: ED Ee: 4 
— 8 wo; 5 £ 4 
- 4 22 % 
FR — aan hs = 
ä > I "NOS - 
8 7 — —ů 2 oy 
* 5 Fg” — "YE 


43 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


bute his attentions to the impulſe of #en/cance; 
I know he is the epitome of every. thing po- 


liſhed; I am not indebted to him, but to ua. 
ure, that made his mind ſo perfect. | 


I ſhall call upon Tere/ſe this evening, and 
tell her, that if any more letters arrive after I 


depart, ſhe may fend them to Yienna. — I 


long to have an opportunity of convincing 
Madame St. Bruno of my candour, 


I have not mentioned the letter to Miſs 
Warton—ſhe would ridicule Mr. Percival's 
civility — and I could not bear to hear his 
name mentioned diſreſpectfully. 

Adieu, my dear Sophia, faithfully 

Yours, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


LETTER 
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LETTER IX. 


HENRY PERCIVAL. 
TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Rome, Sept. 179 


JILL you, my charming couſin, pardon 

| me for addreſſing you? Will ycu 
believe that my ſolicitude for your happineſs 
and my earneſt wiſhes to hear of its continu- 
ance, prompt my pen to trouble you with this 
unexpected interruption. 


I have written three letters to Madame 
St, Bruno, but have not been honored with 
any anſwer : — I did hope to embrace the 
bewitching characters of your pen—but, alas! 
ſuch an inſtance of condeſcenſion was not 


ordained to enchant my ſenſes, 
VOL, II | D My 
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My our has afforded but little amuſement, 
and leſs inſtruction; I know not how it is, 
but 1 have one being perpetually before me 
I can only think of what I have ſeen, and the 
recollection places every new object in an un- 


favorable point of view. 


I ſhall, however, proceed on my route, and 
with your permiſſion will give you an account 
of my travels. Happy ſhould I be, if you 
would ſuggeſt thoſe purſuits which you think 
moſt advantageous ; if you would become my 
preceptreſs, amiable Laura, every path would 
appear ſcattered with roſes, the air ambroſial, 
and the ſcenes decked with eternal ſplen- 
dour, had T /uch: a guide! I will not tell you 
my proſpects now, you wall, e doubt 
my veracity. 


It is the very extent of my ambition to ac- 
quire your good opinion; your excellent heart 
and uncontaminated mind muſt be the ſources 
of all that is worthy of imitation and eſteem! 


I look in vain for your reſemblance in theſe 
luxurious 
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luxurious regions, where all is deception, and 


every heart pants for tranſitory pleaſures : — | 


Hapleſs beings! they know not the charm of 
| ſociety like yours, or that the moſt ſupreme 
delight the human mind can experience 1s 
that of contemplating the perfections of Laura 
Fitz-Owen. | 


Forgive me, my lovely couſin, you ſee I 
take upon me already the privilege of rela- 


tionſhip, and, by daring to utter the truth, 


evince my good taſte, and pay the tribute due 
to your ſuperior qualifications, Pray write 
to me, if only to ſay that you honor me with 
your friendſhip—1 aſk no wore, preſumption ſhall 
not be reckoned in the catalogue of my follies. 


Charming Laura, adieu! do not forget your 
admiring friend and affectionate coun, 


HENRY PERCIVALs 


Dz .. - LES 
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LETTER X. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


To SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


Rome, Sept. 179-, 


' DEAR COLVILLE, 
ONLY remain here a few days, i in hopes 
of an anſwer to a letter I have written to 
ating and to enjoy thoſe reſearches, 
from which I was debared by the perpetual 


buffoonery of my facetious countryman, dir 
Robert Littleworth. . 
He is gone to Florence, whither I ſhall ; 


ſoon follow him, not for the pleaſure of his 


* converſation, but becauſe I {hall 
then 
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then be ſome miles nearer to all that I adore 
upon earth, 


The abhorrence I feel at the idea of pre- 
judice, conceiving it only to be the off, pring 
of little minds, prevents my taking any an- 
tipathy to the people of this capital on account 

ol traits exiſting upon record againſt them ; 
can believe, that friendſhip is the inhabitant 
of a Roman vreait, even while I contemplate 
the ſpot where Cs AR fell by the poignard 1 
of Bxurus! And though an hundred and 1-- 1 
venty women were condemned to ſuffer death, 1 
on the fingie aſſertion of a ſlave, who accuſed L 

them of having conſpired to paiſon the Cit- 1 
zens; I can credit the idea, that gallantry 
towards the bewicching ſex fill exiſts in the 
mind of an Haliau! But I can {ſcarcely be- 
lieve, from the ſpecimens J have beheld cf 

the Rowan Matrous of the preſent day, that 
ſome of their great grandmammas committed 
ſiicide to preſerve their chaſtity! Alas! how 
is the race degenerated ! 


* — Iron Aiowwmm . 
1 k q 8 
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I have, under the protection of my learned 
Mortelli, viſited the Temple of Mars, which, 
though built three hundred and eighty years 
before the Chriſtian Ara, would, even in its 
preſent ſtate, cauſe ſome of our modern ar- 
chitects to glow with ſhame, 


Of the pantheon, erected by the Emperor, 
Avevusrus CzxsaR, we have a wretched imi- 
tation raiſed by—/ub/cription! But it is im- 
poſſible to judge of the beauty of our public 
edifices, while they are ſurrounded by ſtable 
yards, taverns, breweries, and blackſmith's 
ſhops ! — neceſſary evils that ought to be con- 
fined to their proper ſphere. 


Yet, I ſhall forbear any more remarks on 
our ſmoaky Metropolis, leſt you ſhould ſup- 
poſe me infected with the ſpirit of reformation; 
and while I have power to reſtrain my pen, 
J ſubſcribe myſelf, 


Yours, 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 
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LETTER XI. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


Lauſame, Sept. 17 9-. 


1 abhorrence of deceit which. induced 
me to diſcloſe Mr. Percival's letter to 


Madame St. Bruno, has perhaps inflicted the 


ſevereſt penance that my, heart could poſſi- 


bly experience. 


If candour is to be rewarded with the pu- 
niſhment of regret, where 1s the juſtice we 
hope for from heaven? I do not fay, that 
we ought to expect a recompence for ſuch 
actions as our duty towards ſociety demands; 
but there ſhould be ſome compenſation, in 
this world of hypocriſy, for thoſe who deſpiſe 
its deceptions, 
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My dear Sophia, I read my coulin's letter 
to Madame St. Bruno, and ſhe has poſitively 
enjoined me ot to anſwer it! Her injunctions 
were accompanied by looks ſo touching, words 

ſo ambiguous, and a manner ſo impreſſive, 
that I dared not even offer an expoſtulation. 


Doubtleſs ſhe has heard of his intended 
marriage, and the penetration with which ſhe 
ſurveys all the tranſactions of life, perhaps 
induces her to take ſuch precautions as will 
prevent any future reflections on my conduct. 


I ought to applaud her circumſpection— 
but, alas! my dear friend, we are apt to con- 
ſider the prudent counſel of thoſe entruſted 
with the care of our education, as the barba- 
rous ſhackles of a too ſevere reſtriction : — 
Madame St. Bruno can have no motive but 
to ſhield me from danger, and reaſon, gratitude, 
all the ſentiments of my heart, demand my 
compliance. 


The 
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The unfortunate diſcovery of Henry Per- 


cival's picture, has, perhaps, awakened her 


ſuſpicions; but ſhe ought to know, that the 
mind, ſuſceptible of the moſt refined ſenſations, 
is incapable of a mean or degrading action. 
The idea that my couſin is betrothed to the 
heireſs of Lord Granmore, would induce me 
to reject any clandeſtine overtures he could 
make; the heart that is worthy of my agcept- 
ance mult never know repentance of its choice; 
its hopes, its affections, muſt be devoted to 
me only. I think ſimilarity of ſentiment as 
neceſſary to enſure felicity, as equality of age; 
neither could I bear the future reproaches of 
his mercenary guardian, who would deem my 
vant of fortune the greateſt crime attached to 
the name of woman. | 


I know but little of the world, yet I have 
ſuch a rooted antipathy to every intere/ted idea, 
that if I poſſeſſed great wealth, I believe I 
ſhould never marry, fearing it would be the 
cauſe of my huſband's preference ; I ſhould 
think I had purchaſed his every ſite, and 

D 5 ſhould 
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ſhould rather attribute his attentions to the 
gifts of fortune, than thoſe of nature. 


I ſhould not eſteem Mr. Percival ſo much 
as Ido, if he were wholly independent—every 
addition to his wealth would, by placing him 
at a greater diſtance, check the warmth of 
my eſteem ; for a vaſt difference of rank is the 
bane of love, which more frequently ſecks the 
cottage than the palace, becauſe equelity is 
congenial to its influence. 


Miſs Warton is no longer the friend of my 
heart; ſhe is jealous of Madame St. Bruno's 
kindneſs towards me, and treats me with an 
bauteur, which, while it excites my pity, 
makes me ſmile, becauſe I feel its want of 
power to hurt me. 


We are detained here ſix weeks longer, on 
account of ſome formalities requiſite to be 
obſerved previous to the departure of our 

beloved abbeſs. The good old nun, Claudine 

Laval, who is a. great favorite, will accom- 
5 pany 
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pany us to Germany; ſhe nurſed Madame St. 
Bruno from her infancy, and though I do nog 
remember the kindneſs of a mother, I can 
readily con ceive, that a rooted affection is the 
certain conſequence of early and tender im- 
preſſions. 


I ſhall ſoon direct my thoughts to new and 
liveher ſcenes; you ſee I am a vain boaſter, 
for, alas! I fear tho/e thoughts are not to be 
fo eaſily controuled, 


Adieu, Sophia, 
Sincerely and affectionately 


Yours, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


Db LE 
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LETTER XII. 


SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


TO EDWARD COURTNEY» 
MY DEAR dunn 


y ov may ſpare yourſelf the trouble of a 
journey into Berkſhire, our party is moſt 
completely deranged, and we all ſeem deſtined 
to wander different ways. 


This morning Lady Cavil received a letter 
from her warlike ſpouſe, Sir James, announc- 
ing his return on reading it ſhe fainted — I 
will not be ſo uncharitable as to ſuppoſe that 
the circumſtance was not occaſioned by joy, 


yet 
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yet the gloom her features diſplayed during 
the remainder of the day, did not exa7ly cor- 
reſpond with the firſt rapturous impulſe. 


Miſs Winterton is alſo very impatient to 
viſit London, I believe that you are the cau/? 
of all ber wee. *Tis really ſcandalous that a 
man of your facred function ſhould amuſe 
_ himſelf by ſeducing the anſuſpeFing innocent 
mind of this fair young creature! Since I am 
relating the viciſſitudes of /ove, I may as well 
confeſs that the adorable Lady Moreland has 
made a fort of a /cratch upon my ci devant 
impenetrable heart, but her worthy Lord in- 
tends to paſs the winter in Lacy, and as I 
have no inclination to travel a thouſand miles 
upon a ſheveles errand, J muſt even relin- 
quiſh my lovely /ammer roſe, and content my- 
ſelf with tormenting that frozen bud of beauty 
Helleborus Wintert6n, | 


The gallant Sir Hervey Wentworth has 
accepted an apartment in my houſe till the 
end 
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end of November, after which period all the 
eloquence of Cicero would not prevent his 
evincing the hoſpitalities of Charleton Priory, 


Sophia Cleveland being of age in three 
months, will unqueſtionably return to town, 
and fix on ſome happy hero, who will be the 
bane of thy repoſe, and with whom I hope 
ſhe will revenge the infidelities of thy ſummer 
campaign, 


I hear that our friend, Harry Percival, is 
coming home, Yo late unto him a wife, J am 


ſure he is very obliging. 


Adieu, Sophia does not ſend her compli- 
ments. 


Yours, 


FRANCIS COLVILLE, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIII. 
LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 
TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 
Lauſanne, Oct. 179 


MY DEAR SOPHIA, 


AF ESTERDAY, the Af of Ofober, being 
the fete ae ot. Bruno, the villagers pre- 
_ pared a rural feſtival, in compliment to our 
amiable abbeſs. The farm of old Tereſe was 
| the grand rendezvous ; ſhe had decorated her 
homely manſion with a ſimplicity, more ſtri- 
king than the moſt coſtly fabric could have 
exhibited. The trees before the thatched 
dwelling were ornamented with wreaths of 
flowers, fragments of ribbon, and ſmall ſquare 
pieces of glaſs, Theſe are gaudy trappings 
| = of 
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of which you have no idea in England, but 
which are univerſally diſplayed, during the 
Carnival, in the villages and ſmall towns of 
Germany and Switzerland. 


The repaſt within was equally gay with 
the extericr appendages ; all the fruits of the 
ſeaſon in the greateſt perfection, eggs dreſſed 
in a vartcty of ways, white bread, new cheeſe, 
and wines of the moſt delicious flavour. 


Tereſe, who is near ſeventy years of age, 
danced on the green with her old on gargon, 
and was as lively as the youngelt in the 


group. 


The village laſſes were neatly dreſſed— 
the white jacket, coloured petticoat, the hair 
curiouſly braided, and the ſimple handker- 
chiefs faitened round their heads and adorned 
with bc<uets of real flowers, ſimilar to thoſe 
which half concealed their boſoms, rendered 
them the moſt charming objects that fancy 
can picture or truth deſcribe. 


4 They 


SHRINE OF BERTHA, 65 

They dance wonderfully well! Every 

movement is natural and captivating; they 

wear no ſtays; their jackets are laced tight 

as corſets, and the form being thus at eaſe, 
becomes exquiſitely graceful, 


The peaſants were habited with equal neat- 
neſs, their hats were decorated with coloured 
ribbands, the pledges of true affection; we 
_ danced till the moon aroſe, and even then re- 
luctantly Os 


In the courſe of the evening fatigued with 
the unceaſing exerciſe of the day, I fat myſelf 
on a bench under a tree velide the merry old 
Tereſe—ſhe had laughed and charred from the 
hour of ſun-riſe, and nature languiſhed for 
_ repoſe, = 


On aſudden ſne became penſive, and hurſt- 
ing into tears, ſeemed overwhelmed with 
ſome unwelcome recollection of painful im- 
port, 


& Tereſe,” 
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« Tereſe,” ſaid I, you have exhauſted your 
ſpirits, you ſhall drink ſome liqueur, your vi- 
vacity 1s beyond your ſtrength,” 


She continued to weep. 


What afflicts you?” added I, © this is a 
day of feſtivity, Madame St. Bruno will be 
grieved to ſee it interrupted by ſorrow.“ 


« Heaven forbid!” replied ſhe, * that 7 
ſhould give her a moment's pain! She is too 
good a woman not to expect happineſs there 
never was her equal except one.” 


e You need not make the exception,” te- 
turned I, “ ſhe is uncqualled! 


ie You did not know the _ Bertha,” re- 
_ Tereſe. 


in Phe Lady Bertha! whar of her? Oh! tell 
me, my dear Tereſe, tell me all you know?” 
faid I, while my blood ſeemed to own a quick- 
ened circulation, 
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ct She is dead, ſhe died at your convent.” 
c know it, Tere/e, but who was ſhe ?” 


« She was,” continued the ſimple old ſoul, 
te the iter of Madame St. Bruno. 


I leant my head againſt the tree, to recover 
my faculties, almoſt overwhelmed by this in- 
telligence. 


« Ah!” ſaid Tereſe, < ſhe was god mother 
to my grandſon, who was born this day eight- 
teen years, the ſame hour his poor mother 


a: ed. 


At this moment Madame St. Bruno * 
proached us {miling, 


« Why don't you dance, Laura?” ſaid ſhe, 
te has Tereſe ſet you the example of idleneſs? 
Are you not well, my dear child ? You look 
ſorrowful.“ 


2 — * * 5 
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Troſfe, ſhe took hold of my arm, and we 
Joined the throng, who were now almoſt hid- 
den in the ſhades of twilight, 


ce Tis near the hour of veſpers, I muſt go,” 
faid Madame St. Bruno, © but if you and the 
reſt of the Engliſh girls, like to ſtay, Tereſe 
will ſend her grandſon to fee you ſafe home, 
Claudine will remain with you, but mind, you 
muſt not remain above an hour longer.“ 


I joyfully accepted her propoſal, ſhe de- 


fired the protection of a ruſtic, and returned 


to the convent, 


I inſtantly ran to Tereſe, and conjured her 
to proceed with her hiſtory of the Lady 


Bertha. 


« Ma foi!” ſaid ſhe, „ don't know much: 

I recolle& when ſhe came to tne convent, 
next fere de noe it will be ninetcen years, ſhe 
was extremely beautiful, and fomewhat young- 
er than your Lady Abbels. She was a mar- 
ed 
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ried Lady, ſome ſaid ſhe was a widow, for ſhe 
had a little girl with her, a fine baby, as like 
her mother as two dail:es.” 


« Is her daughter fill in the convent?” 


« Why that I cannot tell: Shortly after ſhe 
came to Lauſanne, I went to ſee my friends 
in Languedoc, I remained with them five 
years, and when I returned, J found that the 
Lady Bertha was dead, and I never heard any 
thing more about the child; I ſuppoſe ſhe 
has left the convent, otherwiſe you would 
know her by her name—they ſay her father's 
relations are very rich. 


« What was her family name, can you tell 
me?“ 


ce T cannot recolle&,” ſaid Tereſe, © but ſhe 
uſed to come to our farm very often, and walk 
in our garden, and read—ſhe made my huſ- 
band build a quel of roles and myrtle, and 
ſhe would fit beneath their ſhade for whole 
. hours 


50 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 


hours and cry ſadly—I have ſome of her 
books now within, and if you have a mind you 
ſhall ſee them.” 


I thanked her, and eagerly begged that 
ſhe would go with me into the houſe, and 
oratify my wiſh. 


We went to her chamber, ſhe took a par- 
cel from her drawer, incloſed in twenty pa- 
pers; ſhe unwrapped them carefully, and the 
firſt ſhe gave me I eagerly opened, it was an 
edition of Italian Poems, on the title page was 
written, 


© BERTHA, COUNTESS OF GRAN MORE.” 


It fell from my trembling hand——and 1 
fainted. 


On my recovery, I found Miſs Warton 
ſupporting my head againſt her boſom—ſhe 
kiſſed my forehead, I almoſt forgave her for- 
mer unkindneſs, 


I 
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1 ſnatched up the volume which lay on 
the floor. 


« Will you give me this book, Ter- ſaid 
Y 


« Aye, and welcome, I cannot read it,” 
replied ſhe, & Tis of no uſe to me: By your 
being ſo frightened at oniy looking into it, I 
ſuppoſe 'tis ſome diſinal tale, and we have all 
troubles enough in this world without reading 
melancholy hiſtories.” | 


I told Belinda I was ready to attend her; 

we joined the other penſioners and proceeded 
towards home. We were obliged to go 
cloſe by the ſhrine of Bertha, the moon ſhone 
clear, and the ſerene air ſcarcely fanned the 
leaves of ivy that mantied the ruin! As we 
paſſed the great arch, I plainly ſaw the turf 
_ glittering with dew —— Oh! Sophia, what 
were my feelings ? 


I returned to my chamber—the whole night 
was paſſed in ruminating on the name, and 
. divining 


___—- 
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divining who could be the daughter of Lady 
Granmore — the reſult of my night's ſtudy 


was, that ſhe muſt have been conveyed to 
ſome other pait of the continent, for no ſuch 


#ame remained in the convent. 


At dav break I opened my book, which 1 
had placed under my pillow, and upon exa- 
mining the pages I oblerved ſeveral paſſages 

marked with a pencil, and the name of Arthur 


'written in many places. 


Thus has every ſenſe of ſolicitude been 
awakened without a poſſibility of the events. 
being fully elucidated. Indeed I am farther | 

from hope than ever, becauſe delicacy will 
now oblige me to be ſilent upon the ſubject, 
on account of Madame St. Bruno. 


Adieu, 0 Sophia, 
Affectionately yours, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


' LETTER 
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LETTER XIV. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 
TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE, 
Rome, Oct. 179-. 
DEAR COLVILLE, 


HAVE only time to ſay that I am deter- 
mined this night to ſet out for Lauſanne. 


[ 


I know you will condemn my eccentric re- 
ſolution, you will laugh at my romantic ex- 
ploit, but I can pardon you for both. 


You have never ſeen Laura Fitz-Owen. 


my HENRY PERCIVAL, 


* 


* vox. 11. ” LETTER 
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LETTER XV. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Nov. I79-, 


TME day after to-morrow we depart, 
Every thing is arranged for the jour- 
ney. 


| My-zime has been much occupiedin finiſh 
ing a piece of embroidery, for the altar of our 


new chapel ;—for as I had nearly done it, I did I 
not like that it ſhould be completed by other 
hands, | t 

a 


I was 
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I was this morning early at my work, when 
Madame St. Bruno entered. Laura,” ſaid 
ſhe, © you are very diligent indeed!“ 
[ raiſed my eyes, and was going to anſwer, — 
at that inſtant I obſerved her take up the book 
given to me by Tere ! had juſt been read- 
ing, and had unguardedly laid it on my frame, 


I could not prevent her ſeeing its contents 
—it was too Jate,-She turned as pale as 


aſhes—and tremblingly enquired where I 
had found it. 


« Oh! my dear Madam,” faid I, © be 
not alarmed I had it from Teręſe de Bouvais. 
She knows not here the Lady Bertha is 
buried, or the cauſe of her death. The 
ſecret ſhall reſt in my boſom.” 


ny hope it will,” replied Madame St, 
Bruno; Nay—I moſt earneſtly conjure you, 
to promiſe moſt ſacredly that it never ſhall 
tranſpire in the convent. She was my /ifter ! 
time perhaps will come when the ſecret of 

"WI _ - -, Br 
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her mournful life will be known. It was her 
laſt requeſt that it ſhould not be divulged till 
a ſtated period ;—that period is not far diſ- 
tant—and there 1s but one perſon ordained to 
know it.“ 


e Rely on my fidelity,” faid I, riſing and 
embracing her, I would rather expire than 
wound your ſenſibility.” 


| ; 

ce I believe you,” rejoined Madame St. 

Bruno, © and never will again offend your 
delicate mind by further ens 


I wiſh, Sophia, you would enquire at what 
place the daughter of Lord Granmore reſides; 
I am anxious to know more, of her connec- 


tions with the Litchfield family; and why ſte 
is the deſtined wife of Mr. Percival. Dire& 
your anſwer to me as before mentioned, at 


Vienna. | 
Adieu, 
Your's faithfully, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 
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LETTER XVI. 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


London, Nov. 17 9. 
MY DEAREST LAURA, 


7 ESTERDAY evening we arrived 
4 in Town from Charleton Priory. Lady 
Cavil has received a letter from Sir James, 
intimating his intended return, This intel- 


ligence, which, from his amiable character, 


and the affection ſhe profeſſes for him, ought 


to occaſion great ſatisfaction, ſeems to have 


produced a moſt contrary effect. That 
gatete de cœur which formerly marked every 
example of her eccentric mind, is now ſuc- 

E 3 ceeded 
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ceeded by the moſt ſullen diſcontent. The 


anticipation of decorous conſtraint ſeems to 
have baniſhed every proſpect of future de- 


light. 


In the courſe of the enſuing month you 
will receive a letter from me, through the 
hands of Lady Moreland, You will find in 
my amiable friend every thing to admire and 
attach. She is the daughter of one of our 
moſt wealthy merchants, who gave her in 
marriage to that antiquated ſon of faſhion, 
Lord Moreland, to indulge his mania for the 
name of nobility ; and who fancied that by 
quartering his arms with thoſe decorated by 
a coronet, he acquired conſequence z not re- 
collefting that the ſterling virtues of his 
anceſtors, for many centuries, were diſgraced 
by their alliance with the tinſel trappings of 
modern heraldry, 


Lady Moreland accompanies her huſband 
to Laly, whither he is ordered by his phy- 


ſicians for the benefit of his health. But as 
| he 
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he wiſhes to avoid travelling through France, 
in its preſent hoſtile ſtate, he has decided to 
take Vienna in his route to Naples. 


] have not yet obtained any intelligence 
reſpecting Lord Granmore's daughter. I 
underſtand ſhe is a nineteenth couſin of Lord 
Litchfield's, and that the family title is ex- 
tint, Henry Percival is not yet arrived; 
and I truſt he has ſtrength of mind ſufficient 
to reſiſt the tyranny of his ſordid relations. 
I can forgive the wretch, who, nurſed in the 
lap of o&/curity and ignorance, ſuffers his be- 
wildered imagination to be dazzled by the 
ignis fatuus of ſuperficial endowments : but the 
independent—enlightened mind of Henry Per- 
cial ! NO, Laura—] never can believe 
that he will contradict the bright promiſe of 
early virtues, by yielding himſelf a re. 
facrifice to intereſted motives. 


I ſhall in a ſhort time be of age, and re- 
ceive my fortune ; which will afford me little 
gratification, unleſs I am deſtined to ſhare it 
| ES with 
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with Courtney. Happy ſhall I be to con- 
vince the world that my heart, at leaſt, is not 


ſwayed by avarice,—and to prove that I con- 


fider the favours of HEAVEN as beſtowed only 
to afford us opportunities of rendering thoſc 
content who are leſs fortunate. 


When I look back upon the laſt two years 
of my life, which I have 4% with Lady Cavil, 
fince I left the convent at Paris; and com- 
pare them with the few months I reſided in 
the neighbourhood of Geneva, I feel nothing 

but diſguſt at the diſſipations of life, and only 
value that period which marked the com- 
mencement of our friendſhip 


. You will think me pedantic ; but you are 


not a competent judge; for the ſhort time 
you paſſed in the ſociety of the world was at 
ſo early an age, that you were incapable of 
forming any deciſive opinion. 


ii Adieu, 
Sincerely your's, 
SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 
LETTER 
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LETTER XVII. 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO HENRY PERCIVAL, 


Nov. 179 


CAN ſcarcely hope that this letter will 
find you in Italy, as, by what is reported 
in England, reſpecting Lord Litchfield's in- 
tentions, I conclude you are now haſtening 
to obey his wiſhes. 


Your mother is enraptured at the idea of 
your intended alliance; and I believe a for- 
tune will not be unacceptable to you; as good 
Mrs. Percival has very dexterouſly diſſipated 
the property entruſted to her care, 


ES I ſhould 
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I ſhould not have been the meſſenger of 
bad news, had I not heard that your intend- 
ed bride has one of the largeſt fortunes in this 
kingdom. But as I find Lord Litchfield has 
already conveyed to you this joyful intelli- 
gence, I ſhall only add, that you have my 
moſt hearty congratulations. 


Your's faithfully, 


EDWARD COURTNEY.. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XVIII. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Lauſanne, Nov. 179 


TIME only allows me five minutes to ſay 
that the carriages are waiting at the gate 
of our convent. I have taken leave of the 
dear old Terge; -I have embraced all the 
community ;—I have received the benedic- 
tion of Pere Leonard.—T have wept over the 
turf that covers the remains of Lady Bertha. 


Our party conſiſts of Madame St. Bruno, 
Miſs Warton, Claudine Laval, (our favourite 
E 6 old 
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old nun,) and myſelf; a courier de Pale, and 
two femmes des chambres. 


Had I never known the treaſure which my 
Shrine contains, Oh! how joyfully ſhould 1 
have departed. —Let me not indulge melan- 
choly ideas. -] muſt comfort Madame St. 
Bruno, for ſhe wants conſolation. 


Belinda is in high ſpirits; a monaſtic life 
was always her averſion; therefore 'tis not 
aftoniſhing that ſhe is delighted at the thought 
of obtaining more liberty; and her expec- 
tations are greatly raiſed by. Madame St. 
Bruno's kind promiſe of much indulgence 
when we arrive at Vienna. It will be ſome 
time before ſhe can be perfectly eſtabliſhed 
in her new ſituation ; and during the interval 
we ſhall reſide with her family. 


Poor Claudine ſeems to regret leaving 
the aſhes of Lady Granmore, —as much as 
L do. 
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I do. I love her for her tenderneſs, and 
ſhall never forget it. 


Adieu, adieu,——all is ready. 
Affectionately your's, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIX. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Lauſanne, Nov. 17 9- 


WRITE this letter at the abode of 7 ereſe 
lovelieſt 


Ah! Laura 
I can no longer reſtrain my 


de Bouvais. 
of women=— 


frenzy. am overwhelmed with deſpair. 


I hoped to have found that conſolation 
which your preſence alone can afford me.— 
With what rapture did I behold, far off, the 
turrets of your once ſolitary habitation.— 


Oh! God! how did my heart palpitate 


when 
6 


TFT 
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when I approached its confines !—Judge of 
my agony, when I found you had quitted 
Lauſanne ſix days. The hour which ſhall 
announce my departure from this ſublu- 
| nary ſphere, will not bring a pang ſo EXCTU- 
ciating. 


Laux I adore you !—I never will 
marry I never will think of any other wo- 
man! You were the wife of my heart from 
the firſt hour I beheld you. A ceremony of 
a few minutes would bind our intereſts in 
holy bondage ;—but I am already Hine, 
for every faculty of my foul—confeſſes the 
union. 


Gracious heaven with what veneration 
do I behold this lowly peaceful dwelling, 
which you have fo often embelliſhed with 
your preſence ! I have tormented Tereſe with 
ten thouſand queſtions I have viſited every 
| ſpot diftinguifhed by your partiality. She 
muſt think me diſtracted.— Alas! ſhe is not 
much miſtaken. I am indeed the moſt un- 


| fartanaie of beings, 
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Ah! my amiable, my adored couſin! if 
you had reſolution to fly from your priſon— 
if you had confidence in my ſincerity—my 
affection—we might be happy. Say but that 
you will encourage the hope, and you ſhall 
ſee me at the grate of your convent—the hum- 
ble ſuppliant—the defender of your honour— 
the fave of your commands—and, in a few 
hours, the Huſband of your boſom. 


Pardon me, Laura; I am wild with de- 
ſpair !——Conſole me, I entreat you—or, 
at leaſt, promiſe not to "_ me. 


I ſhall not wonder at your incredulity.— 
I ſhall not blame your caution; I know I am 
young, and that the heart, ſcarcely able to 
decide upon its own feelings, is apt to ſhrink 
from the idea. of captivity. Youth is the pe- 


riod of capricious fancy ;—but you do not 


know me,—— Alas ! how ſhould you? 
zl this hour—T never KNEW MYSELF. 


The fummons of Lord Litchfield has torn 


every fibre of my heart. I am commanded 
| to 
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to /ell my peace of mind !/—] am recalled to 


narry—a woman I have never ſeen; per- 
haps hateful to my ſight,---of a mind unwor- 


thy of attachment; I will periſh rather than 


be the victim of ſuch an union. What 
muſt be the reſult of ſuch a marriage? 
What the inevitable progreſs towards de- 
ſtruction? indifference——diſguſt——abhor- 
rence. 


Is wealth neceſſary to our happineſs ?— 


can we not live in ſome remote corner of 
England---unknown---unenvied---unmoleſt- 
ed !---or if ſordid relations ſhould perſecute 
US, 
os Hath Britain all the ſun that ſhines ? 
There's living out of Britain 


I would toil to ſupport you,---I would 
labour through the varying ſeaſons like the 
pooreſt peaſant. Your ſmiles would reward 
me. And when the daily taſk ſubſided,” we 
would find in a ſtraw roofed habitation, the 


. bleſſing of 
Peril 
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Periſh the thought that would lead me to 
an intereſted 3 LAauRA you are 
to me worlds of treaſure! I do not covet 
the enjoyments of contracted minds. 


Tereſe has promiſed to forward this letter. 
She has alſo given me your addreſs at 
Vienna. Barbarous was the rArR which 
bore you from me. Six little days had 
faved me from diſtraction. 


1 go to England but thou art ſtill 
with gue !---thy image is my only conſola- 
tion. 


Alas] how wretched is that being, who 
feeds his fancy on air-built faſcinations.-Do 
you ever think of me? am I not wholly 
indifferent to you ?——ſay but one ſoothing 
word; —] am in want of ſome meek aid to 
calm my feveriſh ſenſes. 


Adicu,——adieu, forgive my preſump- 
tion. receive my Vows of unalterable 
fidelity. 

The 
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The vaſt diſtance between us leaves every 
action in the miſt of obſcurity. Perhaps, 
while I am writing, ſome favoured happy 
mortal claims a right in your affections; yet, 
while I am abſent from you, 


© Endleſs and ſharp will be my woes! 

«© No ray of comfort ſhall I ſee! 

And yet, who knows, alas ! who knows 
* If thou wilt e'er remember me 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XX, 


SIMON GCALLIARD, 


TO THE REV. E. COURTNEY. | 


Litchfield Abbey, Nov. 179-. 
SIR, 


Y worthy lady being denounced by the 

phyſician to be in very emigrant dan- 
ger, I cannot help impoſing that her deſolation 
will ſoon take place. She is very /olicitre/s to 
reſult with you deſerning the propriety which 
young Mr. Percival will find as AIR after her 
department from this world. I moſt earneſtly 


* you to acknowledge the deceir of this 
* letter, 
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letter, and receed to Litchfield Abbey ws 
out future relay. 


Our human doctor Feaſible has deſerted all 
his power, and proſcribed every thing his heart 
afforded to cgjole my lady, but in vain, for ; 
the goat has got hold of her again, and! fear . 
will carry her off. 


From, moſt obliging Sir, 
Your humble ſervant, 


SIMON GALLIARD, 9 
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FOES" XXI. 
EDWARD COURTNEY, 


TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


Nov. I79-. 
DFAR COLVILLE, 


AM this inſtant ſent for by Mrs. Percival. 
I cannot tell whether dread of the 
expoſure which muſt take place when ſhe 
meets her ſon © at count,” — or chagrin, 
—owing to her loſſes at the faro table, 
is the cauſe; but I find ſhe 1s going to 
take a long credit for one, and become a dor- 
mant partner in the other. 


Adieu 
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Adieu! I have only a moment to write 
this, while my chaiſe is getting ready. 


Tou ſhall hear from me on my arrival at 


che Abbey. 
Your's, 


EDWARD COURTNEY, 
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LETTER XXII. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Vienna, Dec. 179-. 


E have been five days in this ſplendid 


and luxurious city. You will forgive 
me for not writing the inſtant I arrived, when 
I tell you that we have had every hour em- 
ployed in paying viſits; and as the Germans 
are not only oftentatious, but hoſpitable, ous 
invitations have been innumerable. 


The Baron de Waldberg, who is Madame 
St. Bruno's uncle, and who holds many diſ- 


tinguiſhed places at this court, is the moſt 
pleaſant 
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pleaſant and gallant man, of his time of life, 
I believe, in Europe. The baroneſs, his 
wife, has been very handſome; ſhe is ſixty- 
two years of age; juſt ſeven years younger 
than her huſband ; but ſtill lively and en- 


gaging. 


The evening after our arrival, ſhe invited 
Miſs Warton and myſelf to her aſſembly.— 
We were accompanied thither by Madame 
de Leitzberg, our banker's wife, a charming 
and accompliſhed woman. Our adored ab- 
beſs declines every ſpecies of mixed ſociety ; 
ſhe therefore was happy to place us under the 
protection of ſo prudent a chaperone, and re- 
queſted that ſhe would, to uſe her own words, 
* ſhew the children a little of the world, for,” 
added the, © they think it is a perfect para- 
diſe; but they will find themſelves miſtaken, 
and will be glad to return to their 0 
quiet.” 


The party at the baron s was extremely 
ſplendid ; : and as the ſcene Was entirely new 
VOL, II. F - n 
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to me, Madame de Leitzberg was employed 
the whole evening in explaining the names 

and ſituations of the different viſitors, among 
whom were ſome 'of the moſt diſtinguiſhed 
characters in the country; you will believe 
that in a city, containing two hundred thou- 
ſand inhabitants, tis not very difficult to ſe- 
lect a brilliant circle. 


The women are in general fair and hand- 
ſome, more like the Engliſh than any other 
nation. They are lively, ſociable, and unaf- 
fected ; paſſionately fond of dreſs and play.— 
Their houſes are more ſplendid in their ex- 
terior, than in their furniture, yet they are 
neat and convenient. 


The mufic of the country follows very cloſe 
upon that of 7aly. I need not mention the 
compoſitions of Handel, Bach, and Haydn, 
ſo much admired in Britain, f in order to prove 
the juſtice of my opinion. 


— ed TT.. K 


Literature 
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Literature is much eſteemed, and zealouſ- 
ly cultivated here. I do not like the Ger- 
man, when ſpoken by a female; but the 
French and Latin are univerſally underſtood 
in all the beſt ſocieties ; and, as I have ſome 
little knowledge of the Italian, which nearly 
approaches the latter, I am never at a loſs for 
converſation, though the French ſeems my 
native language, Ex 


| You cannot conceive how kind Madame 
St. Bruno has been ſince our arrival ; ſhe has 
_ preſented me a thouſand elegant baubles, and 
ordered all my articles of dreſs in the very 
| beſt faſhion, I do not know my own figure. 
Belinda is alſo much improved in looks, but 
is grown ſo haughty, that ſhe ſeldom conde- 
ſcends to converſe with me. I am impatient 
to ſee your charming and amiable friend, 


Lady Moreland. 


To-morrow we viſit the Imperial library, 
which they tell me 1s richly embelliſhed with 
many rare manuſcripts, coins, medals, and 

8 FI a variety 
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a variety of other curious articles, worth 
ſeeing. 


We are impatient to go to the theatres; 
but I fear Madame St. Bruno will dread our 
becoming too fond of public amuſements,— 


though ſhe is all goodneſs ! 


I have been ſo loſt in my admiration of 
this charming place, that I had almoſt forgot 
to mention the pleaſures of our journey hi- 
ther. Our dear abbeſs has the moſt intelli- 
gent of minds; ſhe explained every object 
worthy of remark, and nothing can equal the 
. ſcenes through which we paſſed | The proſ- 
pects on the borders of the Raine are won- 
derfully ſublime ! for frequently, 


Where tow'ring cliffs, in awſul ſplendour riſe, 
And midſt the blue expanſe, embrace the ſkies ; 
'The wondering eye beholds the craggy height, 
Ting'd with the glow of ev'ning's fading light; 
Where the fierce cataract, ſwelling o'er its bound; 
Burſts from its ſource, and dares the vale profound; 
On every ſide the headlong torrents flow, 
Scatt'ring their foam like fily'ry ſands below. 


I could 
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I could write for ever upon ſuch ſubjects; 
but you will ſmile to know, that I am going 
with Madame de Waldberg to a 42] maſque, 
at the Ducheſſe de Howenſtein's; her houſe 
is the reſort of the higheſt n. I have a 
beautiful dreſs for the occaſion; and Ma- 
dame St. Bruno has preſented me with a rich 
bandeau of pearls to faſten my hair, which I 
ſil ſuffer to flow negligently about my 
ſhoulders. 


J hope to paſs a delightful evening, if the 
memory of my dear couſin does not interrupt 
my happineſs. For im I would quit every 
gaudy ſcene, and retire from this buſy world 
for ever but perhaps by this time he is 
married! — all my proſpects of this evening 
are vaniſhed in the recollection. 


Our poor Claudine is much indiſpoſed 
ſhe is far advanced in years—— and I fear the 
long journey was too fatiguing for her to 
bear. I ſhould grieve very much to loſe her 
———ſhe has always been like my nurſe from 

F 3 . my 
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my infancy, and what endears her to me, 
more than atl, is her delicate regard for the 
emory of Lady Bertha, 


Oh ! let me not think of my dear SRRIxE!I 
All the pleaſure of this animated ſcene 
cannot give my heart thoſe ſublime ſenſations 
of tender melancholy, which it has ſo often 
experienced in that calm ſhade of holy 
meditation ! 


Adieu! Be aſſured that no change of 


ſituation can obliterate the memory of your 


friendſhip. I hope ſoon to hear that Mr, 
Courtney has had reſolution to fix your giddy 
mind, and you evinced your good ſenſe by 
rewarding his merit, 

Moſt affectionately yours, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


LETTER 
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LETTER: NAME 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO LAURA FITZz-OWEN. 


Calais, Dec. 179. 


XK LMOST within ſight of my native 

& home, where I ſhall perhaps receive 
the ſentence that will decide my fate in this 
precarious world ; my heart prompts me to- 
remind you of its ſufferings and its reſolu- 
LLON,— 


I truſt by this time you have received the 
haſty letter which I wrote from Lauſanne ;— 
and left you ſhould attribute its contents to 

F 4 the 
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the momentary effect of diſappointment, or 
the caprice of a warm imagination, checked 
by the abſence of a beloved object, for whom 
its fondeſt hopes were cheriſhed, I now diſ- 
paſſionately confirm all J then aſſerted ; and if 
I could find language to ſtrengthen my ſo- 
lemn aſſeverations, I would repeat them a 
thouſand times, | 


A ſmall inſtance of kindneſs on your part 
will make me the happieſt of mortals. The 
few months of my life which I have paſſed in 
the ſociety of your ſex, gave me no flatter- 
ing idea of their perfections; but you have 
poured conviction into my heart; I feel every 
| vein confeſs your power, and every joy will 

hereafter depend on your humanity. 


The death of my raTHER, while I was 
yet an infant, and the unbending ſeverity of 
my mother's temper, haughty, ——un- 
gentle, and unkind, — baniſned me from 
my. family, and I ſcarcely ever experienced 
the {ſenſations of dial affection, 


My 
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My mother's hatred ſeemed to encreaſe 
with my years; and the influence ſne had ob- 
tained over the mind of my father, obliged 
him to leave me entirely in her power during 
her life. | 


The inſtant I was capable of reflection, I 
was placed under the care of a 7utor ; from 
him I was transferred to Oxford; and from 
thence ordered to make the 7our of Italy. 


Thus, an alien to a mother's heart, I ne- 
ver felt its tenderneſs. ——Reproof has ever 
been the ſubject of her pen, and repulſive 
coldneſs the characteriſtic of her epiſtles.— 
She baniſhed me without a ſear, and taught 
me to deceive her, by making mne the dupe of 
perpetual deception. Though my father's 
prope: ty was very conſiderable, her unfeel- 
ing mind has ſcarcely ſuffered her to allow 
me the neceſlaries of life ; while ſhe has, 
from year to year, diſſipated my fortune, in 

every abſurd and expenſive purſuit, 
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I have often felt the force of her neglect, 
and conſidered myſelf as peculiarly wretched 
in not knowing the ſupreme delight which 
maternal tenderneſs beſtows even on the poor- 
eſt offspring of poverty and labour. 


Thus, impreſſed with an unfavourable opi- 
nion of the female mind, I leave you to judge 
what I felt when I firſt acknowledged your 
virtues, all perfect all amiable as 
you are! There was more ſolicitude in your 
look and manner, than I had ever before ex- 
perienced. Is it aſtoniſhing that I was the 
flave of ſuch new, ſuch bewitching kindneſs ? 


I ſhall proceed to London without delay. 
The worſt calamity that can befall me, is not 
equal to the torments of ſuſpenſe. I expect 
the reſentment of Lord Litchfield—he may 


diſinherit me——he may take from me every 
hope of affluence but he ſhall not contami- 
nate my mind. or render me unworthy of 


your eſteem. My mother will not leave me a 


beggar—ſhe will ſcarcely diſſipate al my pa- 
6 trimony 
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trimony——and a very ſcanty pittance will 
ſuffice, if I am bleſſed with your affection. — 
But why do I think of intereſted claims ?— 
Avarice and Laura muſt not be mentioned at 
the ſame moment. 


I am impatient to embark ; the weather is 
unfavourable ; but my anxiety deadens every 
idea of danger. I will endeavour to obtain 
information reſpecting the time of the pack- 
et's departure. 


* + * *  #S 


* * __ * 


I am juſt returned from the Pier the 
wind blows a perfect hurricane, the ſea 
fwells, high as the white cliffs that mark the 
ſhores of Britain. I have watched a diſtant 
veſſel, borne on the roaring waves, — one 
moment lifted to the clouds, — the next, al- 
moſt buried between the foaming billows that 
ſeemed to threaten inſtant deſtruction If, 


for a moment, the wind was huſhed, we diſ- 
Fs: * tinctly 
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tinctly heard the cries of the ſufferers, hang- 
ing on the tattered ſhrouds ! 


My ſoul ſhuddered at the idea, that per- 
haps a father was doomed to ſink amidſt the 
howling tempeſt, and leave a fond wife,— 
a numerous offspring, in poverty and 
anguiſh. | 


As I contemplated the warring elements, I 
thought with Zanga, 


Ye beara juſt reſemblance of my fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy habit of my ſoul!” 


Oh! moſt adorable of Beings ! what have 
you made me? You have ſoftened my once 
cold, unfeeling breaſt, to the tenderneſs of 
a woman! For your ſake J have betrayed a 
weakneſs of mind, which upon any other oc- 
caſion, would have made me deſpife myſelf. 
I have wept! Yes, Taura, — I have wept 
like an infant. 
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STurſlay Noon. 


| Merciful beaven! how ſhall 1 deſcribe the 
ſcene I have juſt witneſſed ?. 


The Engliſb veſſel, which J had watched 
with ſo much anxiety 1s LosT ! She foun- 
dered within half a league of Calais harbous 
Four of her unfortunate crew, before ſhe = 
ſunk, committed themſelves to- the rage of 
the furious waves, in a imall boat, and, for 
a ſhort time, ſeemed to weather out the 

ſtorm. | 


But, — I have ſcarcely power to deſcribe 
the fatal event, —/he overſei, they ſtruggled 
with the elements, and by wonderful exer- 
tions, reached a land-mark which ſtands in 
the channel, about fifty yards from the Pier. 


For ſeveral minutes they had remained in 
this dreadful ſituation, graſping their /a/t re- 
'; ſource, 
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ſource, - the waves every inſtant daſhing over 
their heads !——when five French ſailors, 
prompted by humanity, embarked in a ſmall 
fiſhing-boat to their aſſiſtance. In vain did 
the ſurrounding multitude expoſtulate,——in 
vain repreſent the certainty of death. They 
were deaf to the voice of reaſon, and inſpi- 
red with the moſt ſublime philanthropy, in 
a cauſe that will immortalixe their names,— 
THEY PERISHED! ®* 


» 


The objects who had excited their com- 
paſſion, exhauſted by fatigue, loſt their hold, 
and, one by one, dropped into ETERNITY ! 


* * + * * SS * 


oy 


* * S - ® * * * 


This anecdote is à facl. The cireumſtance hap- 
pened a few years ſince, and the monument erected to 
the memory of thoſe brave fellows, now remains ou the 
Pier at Calais, 


Friday 
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Friday Morning, Eight o' Clock. 


Jam this inſtant going on board the wind 
has fallen, and the day is ſerene. Adieu, 
Laura, adieu, arbitreſs of my fate !— 
dear ſtar of perfection, by whoſe ſuperior 
luſtre, I truſt I ſhall be mm through this 
wilderneſs of ſorrow, 


BENRY PERCIVAL; 
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LETTER XXIV. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN,. 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Vienna, Dec. 17 9-. 


A UCH an event has taken place, —ſuch 2 
HI diſcovery! You will ſcarcely give me 
credit, when I relate the circumſtance. 
Alas! my dear Sophia, I did not believe that 
there exiſted a Being, ſo deceitful as—ber, 
whom I no longer call ] friend. 


T informed you in my laſt letter, that we 
were invited to a bal maſque, at the Dacheſſe 
de Howenſtein's, The Baroneſs de Waldberg 

| Was 
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was delighted with the idea of contributing 
to our amuſement. We were no leſs anxious 
to partake of an entertainment, ſo new and 
ſplendid ! ET 


The houſe was magnificently illuminated ; 
the baroneſs wore the habit of a Venetian 
Bourgeoiſe ; Madame de Leitzberg, that of a 
Sicilian Payſanne ; Miſs Warton, and myſelf, 
were dreſſed as Savoyards. 


Me had not been five minutes in the room, 
when a maſk accoſted us 


* — 


ce Well, my dainty,” ſaid he, © how long 
haye you left your Popifh habitation ? What 
have you done with old governeſs Browno ? 
When did you hear from Couſin Harry? 


I ſtarted at the name, and entreated the 
ſtranger to unmaſk. 


c Know a trick worth two on't, ſaid he; 
. not to be taken in /o neither, my little Smi- 
ler; hav'at travelled for nothing.” 


« Heay'ns,” 
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« Heav'ns,“ ſaid Miſs Warton, © what 
ſavage have we here? Pray let us go into 
another apartment, to avoid him; you ſee,” 
continued ſhe, with a ſneer of contempt, 
ce how lightly your amiable couſin muſt have 
ſpoken of you to his countrymen, by this 
ſtranger's familiar converſation !” 


J felt the force of the remark, and could 
ſcarcely refrain from tears. 


« Let us go,” faid I, The maſk, per- 
ceiving my uneaſineſs, again accoſted me, 
« Aye, aye, all dicky with Harry, ——had a 
| knock down blow lipped him the go-by—— 
left him to old Panther——half dead by this 
time buried in the Pantheon. | 


ce DEAD! ſaid I, in the moſt evident 
alarm, —“ where, hen, what killed 
him? Oh! tell me, I conjure you. 
could ſcarcely articulate theſe queſtions. 


« Al} 
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ec Al a hum, Aube as well as I do 
pair of blue eyes, — done up,——all to no- 
thing, old jade knocked up, run out ef 
the courſe, not worth a _/oz/e.” 


This collection of odd phraſes, not one of 
which was underſtood by the company, drew 
a crowd about us. The maſk continued. 


ce Some fun here, this is She go, Wo 
thought of ſeeing you at Madam Humdrum s, 

——got a letter of credit. drew on old 
Light-bag for another thouſand, I am the 
kick,. all the tippy.“ 

I turned away with abhorrence at his r= 
baldry, but he proceeded with che moſt 
dauntleſs effrontery. 


« Don't Haut, little ane. mean no of- 
fence, — mayhap you don't know my Way, 
»———atraid of old Baroneſs Woolbag. 


The 
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The amiable baroneſs ſtood loſt in Won- 
der. What does he mean? ſaid ſhe. 
« I never heard ſuch odd language before.“ 


The Engliſhman reſumed his vociferous 
clamour : 


« Don't you like my language ? give 
you another.” «@ = 
He then approached Miſs Warton, and 
putting his mouth cloſe to her ear, as if to 
whiſper, inſtantly began to yell, © zally-hos,” 
to ſuch a deafening degree, that, frightened 
by ſo unuſual a noiſe, ſhe ſhrieked, and fall- 
ing on a ſofa, that ſtood near her, entirely 


loſt her ſenſes. 


The maſk, on perceiving the diſtreſs he 
bad occaſioned, made his eſcape, vaulting 
over a piquet table, which impeded his flight, 
and leaving a venerable ¶CHhanoinè and his an- 
eient partner on the floor, to recover from 
their amazement at leiſure, 
44 Ths 
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The whole company agreed in opinion, 
that this boiſterous ſtranger was an Indian, 
diſguiſed in the European habit; and con- 
cluded, that the dreadful ye!l which he had 
made, was the var-whoop of his country. 


Now, my friend, I come to the ſequel of 
my ſtory. 


Miſs Warton continued inſenſible; I de- 


fired all the crowd to leave us, except the 
Ducheſſe de Howenſtein, and Madame de 


Leitzberg. I began to unlace her corlet, 
which faſtened before, and which prevented 


her breathing freely, —when—Ob ! heavens ! 
El beheld on her boſom the portrait I had 
loft !---the dear reſemblance of my amiable 
cotiſen ! 


Treacherous Belinda ! My aſtomiſhment 
chained my tongue I complained of ſud- 
den indiſpoſition, and requeſted leave to re- 
turn home. 


Madame 


— tv» "RO 1 
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Madame de Leitzberg offered to accom- 
pany me- and I left Mis F/arton to the care 
of the Baroneſs. > 


Falſe ! Falſe Belinda 
* Thou and my boſom, henceforth ſhall be twain,” 


Adieu, 
Sincerely your's, 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


LETTER 
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ILETIER XXV.- 
SIR ROBERT LITTLEWORTH, 1 
TO HENRY PERCIVAL, 
Vienna, Dec. 17 9-e 


WELL MY HEARTY! 4 


0 LD one levanted, dead heat,. wrong 
ſide the poſt, ——off in a tangent, 
ſharped all the ready. 


Loft all my Spaniſþ——tired as a fox- 
hound cheated by a German Signora 
ſprained Tartar's fetlock, clearing the church 
door high maſs——daſhed four in hand 
—ſlap in the kennel—— pavement ſtriking 
fire —knocked down an ab all in an 
uproar . : 


Went . 


* 2 462. = 7 1 7 * i 2 
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Went to mumm at old Madam Humdrum's 
run my rig upon 'em——ſpied your couſin— 
Sung em a tally-ho——Young one gave in 
tipped us a faint time to be gave 
'em a ſomeriet——upſet old Stiffwig—— 
took French leave 


Time to be moving———don't like their 
ways aint up to their tricks can't 
abide their living hate boar's-heads und 
our rout, 


Great mind to fetch Naunette.— 


Went to my bankers pretty wife—— 
wanted a chaſte ſalute got affronted —— 
looked like a 7777y——ſoon rallied boxed 


old Lightlag——gave me my on.. gt 
turned out 


That's All- 


ROBERT LITTLEWORT EH. 


Tu, Fu > 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXVI. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


Dover, Dec. 179- 


1 AM an extraordinary example of an 
* Engliſhman, After ten months abſence 
from his native country, returning to it with 
a reluctant heart! But is it ſtrange, that the 
farther I travel from you—the nearer I ap- 
proach to miſery £ 


It has been remarked, that croſſing the 
ocean is an excellent remedy for a deſpairing 
mind. Ah Laura but not a mind 
impreſſed with your image with your vir- 
tue 5 

voL. II. CE I do 
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I do not expect any letters from you. —T 
know the rigid propriety of Maa:.e St, 
Bruno's ſentiments. I know how much ſhe 
has your intereſt at heart. Vet ſuffer me to 
cheriſh the enchanting idea, that if you were 
wholly free—if no reſtraint attended your 
ſituation—you would honour me with a line 


of generous remembrance, 


Indeed I deſerve ſome little kindneſs; and 
my opinion of your heart, teaches me to 
think that you are not inſenſible to the at- 
tachment of one, who only eſtimates his ſhare 
of happineſs in proportion as it meets with 
your approbation. 


What can I ſay ?!-Only demand a proof 
of my affection, and, however ſevere the 
injunction, I will kaſten to obey you. There 
is little merit in ſuch an offer, becauſe in 
proving myſelf worthy of you, I ſhould gra- 
tify every wiſh of my heart. | 


I am this inſtant ſetting out for London, 


and? am anxious for an interview with Lord 
Litchfield. 
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Litchfield, No power upon earth ſhall alter 
my ſentiments. 


Laura---my amiable couſin- let me once 


more ſolemnly avow to you---that no other 
woman ſhall ever ſhare my affeftions,—— 


I zever will marry unleſs you will be my wife ; 
and I ſhall not bear _ after that hope 


forſakes me. 


Now, lovelieſt of women !---only for a 
Hort time adieu. 


HENRY PERCIVAL; 


Ga LETTER 
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LETTER XXVII. 


. LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Vienna, Dec. 199- 
Monday. 


HE diſſimulation of Miſs Warton is 

counteracted by the hourly and en- 
creaſing attention of my dear Madame St. 
Bruno, whoſe whole ſtudy ſeems to be that 
of endeavouring to amuſe me. I paſs much 
of my time with Madame de Leitzberg; 
She lives very ſplendidly ; and having a juſt | 
claim to the title of a Zelle gſprit, her houſe 
is frequented by all the /zeratz of this coun- 
try. 


The 
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The Baroneſs de Waldberg is as kind to 


me as ever; but ſhe is not quite ſo pleaſant 
a companion as Madame de Leitzberg, be- 
cauſe the latter is only zhirty years of age, 
and the former more than ſixty. 


You will perhaps be aſtoniſhed at my 
ſeeming placidity of mind, and at the yariety 
of pleaſures in which I have borne a part, 
Ince my arrival at Vienna. You will think 
I have forgot Henry Percival. Alas ! the 
hour in which I forget him, I ſhall ceaſe to 
breathe. e 


I make all my confeſſions to you, with as 
much ſincerity, and with equal confidence 
in your ſecreſy, as I ever did to Pere Leonard. 


Now attend. I often think that the 
myſterious ſtory of Lady Granmore may in- 
tereſt me very nearly: Do you compre- 
hend my meaning? The daughter is not 
yet diſcovered ;—and Madame St. Bruno's 
very extraordinary kindneſs ; the valuable 

„ jewels 
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jewels ſhe has lately preſented to me ;=the 
care ſhe has taken of my education ;—the 
ignorance in which I am kept reſpecting my 
family connexions.— The ſympathetic ſorrow 
which pervaded my boſom every time I viſited 
the Shrine- --all conſpire to awaken hopes--- 
perhaps delufre de Hopes, that I am nearly related 


to her. 


Oh ! my friend, the idea fills my heart 
with ſenſations undeſcribable---when I reflect 
that the daughter of Lord Granmore 1s | the 
deſtined wife of Henry Percival. 


I have received a letter from my couſin, 
encloſed to me by Tereſe de Bouvais, I will 
keep it as the moſt precious treaſure, I 
will guard it as @ relic. Such a letter 
ſo full of affection- Tes, Sophia---affef1on, 
I dare tell you without a bluſh, 


Il will not read it again till I hear from 
you. Pray let me know if Mr. Percival is 
arrived in England, and whether any diſ- 


covery is yet made reſpecting Lady Gran- 
more's 
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more's daughter, My hopes,---nay, even 
my exiſtence will, I fear, depend on the 
ecclairciſſement of this extraordinary affair. And 
I am firmly of opinion that the few weeks 
from this time to the period that mult ter- 
minate my anxiety, will appear much longer 
than all the years of my former ſecluſion, 


Madame St. Bruno has engaged a very 
excellent maſter to teach me the German, 
a Monſieur de“ , a pleaſant, well 
informed man, who 1s. acquainted with all the 
modern languages. 


It is a ſingular circumſtance that this gen- 
tleman ſhould have been the tutor of CRAR- 
LOTTE, ſo celebrated in the intereſting, but 
dangerous ſtory of the unfortunate WERT ER, 
who did not, however, deſtroy himſelf on her 
account entirely, but, in ſome meaſure, 
owing to mortifications which he experienced 
from people of higher RaNK,---but inferior 
MINDS! His ſoul was all ſenſibility---he 
loved Charlotte with enthufiaſm, She was 

84 married 


n 
Y 
* 
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married to a worthy object ;---and Writer 
was too honourable a character to interrupt 
their felicity ; but, as the man of fecling 
would never debaſe himſelf by undermining 
the repoſe of a beloved object, he had wholly 
ſuppreſſed the force of his affection. Other 
vexations afterwards awakened the irritability 


of his mind, and produced the fatal ſubject of 
his melancholy hiſtory. 


Nothing could be more unfortunate than 
his death,---for the huſband of his celebrated 
Charlotte died not long after his raſb exit; 
and ſhe is ſince married to @ ſecond 1% _ 


Miſs Warton will ſhortly quit the pro- 
tection of Madame St. Bruno, and return to 
England. I confeſs I ſhall not be very ſorry 
when ſhe departs; for there is little pleaſure 
in contemplating an ungrateful object. I 

could 


* This anecdote may be relied on. The gentleman 
alluded to was the Authoreſs's Language-Maſter, during 


her reſidence in Germany, and ſhe $ives it from his 
_ authority, 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 129 


could not help reproaching her for her trea- 
chery. She has reſtored to me the dear pic- 
ture, and though conſtantly in the fame ſo- 
ciety, we have zever converſed ſince. 


I ſhall not finiſh my packet till to-mor- 
row. | 


* * * * EE 
# * 4 * * * 
Tueſday Morning. 


I have received another letter from Mr. 
Percival, dated from Calais. He is now in 
England. For heaven's ſake, if you wiſh me 
not to loſe my reaſon, write to me---and tell 
me all you can learn Tg his intended 


marriage. 


1 feel that my fate depends on the event. 
Be penerous---be candid---do not deceive 
me. Suffer my heart to know the worſt, 
while it has ſtrength ſufficient to bear it. 


* „„ * * * * 
* oa ET » * 


G 5 Tugſday 
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Tueſday Evening. 


I have ſhewn both the letters to Madame 
St. Bruno. She was violently agitated at 
reading them. She embraced me tenderly 
her tears fell upon my face. 
boly tears of virtue---and of friendſhip ! 
that cheek ſhall never know the bluſh of 
ſhame, which has been bathed with drops 
ſo ſacred, and ſo pure! 


I am ow more anxious than ever. My 
adorable Monitreſs {till forbids me to write 
to Percival. | 


Our poor Claudine grows worſe and worſe 
every day. 


Madame St. Bruno has hired a cottage 
for her, at a ſmall diſtance from Vienna, 
where the has a phyſician and nurſe to at- 
tend her, I conſtantly paſs my mornings 
in her chamber; and ſometimes think, by 


her manner, that ſhe Knows all the hiſtory of 
Lady 


dear 
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Lady Granmore. She often talks of the 
Shrine, and never without fears. But I love 
Madame St. Bruno too well to mention my 
ſuſpicions to Claudine, or to pry into the ſe- 
crets of her family connexions with imperti- 
nent curioſity, 


Adieu, my dear Sophia, How often do I 
wiſh to ſee you. The few weeks I paſſed in 
your ſociety, while you were on a vilit at 
Geneva, attached me to you by bonds of 
friendſhip which never can be deſtroyed, ex- 
cept by death, — For till that awful period, I 
ſhall remain, 


Toujours Ia meme, 


,  - LxTTn 
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IETI 
LAURA FITZ-OWEN,. 
TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


Cottage, near Vienna, 
Dec. 17 9-- 


MY DEAR SOPHIA. 


| a our pleaſures have been for ſome 

days interrupted by the illneſs of Clau- 
dine—Madame St. Bruno is very much af- 
flicted at her danger, and, independent of 
my own regard for the good old nun, the 
ſympathy I feel for our beloved abbeſs pre- 
vents my 10 in ſociety. 


Miſs 1 leaves Vienna next week the 
has never forgiven me becauſe ſhe has been 
guilty 
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guilty of an unfriendly action; the artifice and 
meanneſs of her mind I pity and I pardon— 
though we ſhall never ſpeak to each other 
again. 


I write this at the cottage of our poor Clau- 
dine, her confeſſor is now with her, and I ſeize 


this moment to ſay, I am, faithiully, 


Yours, 


LAURAE FITZ-OWEN. 
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LETTER XXIX. 
| SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN, 


Dec. 179 


MY DEAR LAURA, 


AM charmed with the account you give 

me of Vienna, you will pardorf me when 
I confeſs how much I was amuſed at-your 
adventure with Sir Robert Littleworth, yet 
do not flatter yourſelf that you are the only 
perſon deſtined to enjoy the ſupreme felicity 
of his ſociety — He arrived in England laſt 
week, and was preſented to us at Lord Litch- 
field's: Lady Cavil enraptured at the idea of 
a net acquaintance, has invited him to meet 


the Charleton party, at her houſe to-morrow. 
1 
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I only ſaw him for a moment, and am already 
completely diſguſted with his manner and ap- 
r 5 


But Lady « Cavil is ſo paſſi jonately fond of 
Nobility, chat even this miſerable wild weed 
is more acceptable to her than the faire/? 
flower ſprung from a plebeian ſoil. 


I have made every poſſible enquiry reſpect- 
ing the daughter of Lord Granmore, allI can 
learn is, that ſhe was educated in a convent, 
and is nc on her journey to England. 


Her relationſhip to Lord Litchfield is very 
diftant ; the moment ſhe arrives I will write 
to you, and let you know all the particulars : 
Mr. Percival has not been in ſociety ſince 
his arrival, on account of his mother's death, 

though it is well known that ſhe was a moſt 
unfeeling parent—her avarice denied him all 
the comforts of life, and her diffipation deprived 
him of what he had a _ to expect at her 

deaib 
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death. I hope and truſt that Lord Litchfield 
will act with more humanity. 


Deareſt Laura, 


Tour affectionate friend, 


SO PHIA CLEVELAND. 


LETTER 


{'-. 
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LETTER Xxx. 
THE HON. HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIMON GALLIARD. 
London, Des. 17 9-. 
$12, 
HE melancholy intelligence of my mo- 


ther's death was conveyed to me yeſ- 
ne morning. 


I have witten to Mr. Courtney concerning 
the mournful ceremonies which yet remain to 


be fulfilled, 


I ſhall, in the courſe of the enſuing month, 
vilit Latchfield * where 1 expect to find 
that 
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that the moſt exatt attention has been paid w 
every requeſt of Mrs. Percival. 


I ſhall fend my ſolicitor in a few days to 
receive from you an account of my affairs, 
and to take charge of my remaining property. 

I am, Sir, 
> =  _ ” Four mat ovecient, 


1 e Servant, 


_ HEN RY PERCIVAL, 


— * _- 
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LETTER xxxI. 


SO HIA CLEVELAND, 


ro LAURA FITZ-OWEN- 


Grofvenor-Street, Dec. 17 92. 


— 
811 
8 


ur DEAR Laval 


s 1 think there is a great e pleaſe h. 
knowing that orbers are 


as unfortunate 


as hs I cannot forbear convincing you 
that the rudeneſs of Sir Robert Littleworth 


was not confined to you and Miſs Warton 


| . 


Do not triumph in the idea of having mo- 


nopolized all the attentions of this moſt diſ- 


| IS youth, 


Tremble 
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Tremble when I declare, that no leſs than 


Lady Cavil and the immortal Winterton are 


your rivals. 


believe · I mentioned, in my laſt letter, 
that Lord and Lady Moreland, Miſs Win- 
terton, Sir Harvey Wentworth, Sir Francis 
Colville, and Courtney, were to dine with 
Lady Cavil, to meet the accompliſbed Sir Ro- 
Vert Littleworth. 


18 ? 
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Previous to his arrival, Sir Francis Col- 
ville informed Lady Cavil, that he was the 
richeſt Baronet in the Kingdom, and of the 
, moſt antient family; thus having inſured a 
welcome reception with the fair hoſteſs, he de- 
| clared to Miſs Winterton that he was the 
| moſt poliſhed diſciple of Cheferfield that ever 
graced the zenith of faſhion. 


«I am happy to hear it,” replied Miſs 


Winterton, for the young men of the pre- 
ſent day don't know how to behave in com- 
pany with women of decorous reputation, and 

conſtantly 


_— 
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conſtantly offend chaſte ears with their low in- 
delicate converſation. 


| Lady Moreland ſuſpecting ſome newly me- 
ditated plan, to annoy Miſs Winterton, ſeri- 


ouſly aſked me if I knew the Baronet; I an- 
ſwered ; by hear-/Jay only, and that report did 


not exactly correſpond with the character 
Miſs Winterton had received with ſo beg 
pleaſure. 


At eight o'clock Sir Robert Little worth 
arrived, though ix was the hour of invitation: 
After making an awkward apology for coming 
ſo late, he walked once or twice round the 
table, as if ſearching for a place. 


Miſs Winterton ſimpering and bowing, of- 


fered him the chair next to herſelf; but, after 
leaning over her ſhoulder, and ſtaring her out 
of countenance, he anſwered, *< No, no, 
Ma'am, if you pleaſe I'd rather, put up by one 
of your grand-daughters,” then turning to Lady 
Moreland and myſelf, he continued, “come, 


come, 


A. = 
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come, my pretty ones, budge, budge—ſharp ſet 
come all the way from Hounflow—been 
to a fight—nicked the deep-ones—hedged for 
five hundred, knew the ye word—ſettled be- 
fore hand—rode home in fifty minutes tel! 
you all _ it, me Fre picked a morſel,” 


At the concluſion of this moſt interefting 
intelligence he fat down, but being eager to 
return to his favorite topic, and I believe the 
only one on which he could diſcourſe, he 
ſcarcely permitted himſelf time to eat. 


The whole party were filent with aftoniſh- 
ment, and Lady Cavil appeared particularly 
mortified at the idea of being nvalled 1 in lo- 


uacily. 
Having literally talked him ſelf hoarſe, he 


whiſpered Lady Moreland, „Pray, Ma'am, 
what is your grandmamma's name?” 


ce J really don't comprehend. wow you mean, 
Sir,” ſaid ſhe. 


(e No 
** 
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9 Nol why that elderly gentlewoman, over 
the way, to be ſure,” anſwered ge. 


That Lady's name, Sir,” returned Lady 
Moreland, is Miſs Winterton, but the 1 is no 
grandmother of mine.” 


ce Miſs hat?” ſaid he in a half whiſper, 
« Miſs Winter- green, oh! I'm up to it;“ then 
taking a glaſs of claret, continued in the moſt 
deafening tone of voice, © Miſs Wintergreen 
allow me to wiſh you a Ty renovation 
of f ſpring: 


a” 


Lucretia only 2 anſwered him by a ſneer of 
contempt. ; i 

Utiduined by the cold reception he re- 
ceived from Miſs Wi interton, he addreſſed 
Lady Cavil, laying, 


« Come, my neat Dowaper, will you drink 
with me?” 
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This appellation was not exactly calculated 
to inſure a more favorable reply : I obſerved 
the gravity of the company increaſe in pro- 
portion as the Baronet. manifeſted his -talent 
for pleaſantry. 


Lady Moreland ſeemed, by a ſignificant 
ſmile, to coincide with me in opinion. 


ec What are you yy Ye at, my nale rau- 
tipole wags? enquired Sir Robert, addrefling 
Lady Moreland and myſelf. 

Miſs Winterton now began to loſe her 
temper, and turning fiercely to Lord More- 
land, after beſtowing a glance of the moſt in- 
effable contempt on Sir Robert Littleworth, 
« T wonder, my Lord,” ſaid our ſententious 
ſpinſter, to ſee you ſuffer that ho/tentot to 
degrade your Lady ” ſuch opprobrious epi- 


thets. BY 


ec Harkee, Miſſey, cried Sir Robert, ec don't 
you be ſcandalous— mind your hits. — get your- 
. 3 fel 
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ſelf affronted—no buſineſs here—ought to be 
leading apes—lived too long in a wood to be 
ſcared by an owl/—aint ſuch a nizy.“ 


| At the concluſion of this oration, Miſs 

Winterton's rage became ungovernable, her 
cheeks glowed with a crimſon hue, which, 
added to the tremendqus flaſhes of her grey 
green eyes, preſented the moſt alarming ap- 
pearance. 


The undaunted Baronet proceeded. 


te Come, come, don't bluſh, my pretty little 
Winter cherry, you'll ſee many a hard froſt 
yet ;” then, turning to Lady Cavil, conti- 
gh | 


© When did you hear from /pouſy?—coming 
home ſoon?—mayhap you'd rather noj—no 
n when old Taube comes,” | 


I was aſtoniſhed to obſerve the patience 
vith which Lady Cavil endured his i imperti- 
vob. Is H | nent | 
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nent animadverſions ; but there are beings, 
who can be in/olently oppreſſive to thoſe whom 
they believe to be unacquainted with their 
follies, and as readily can degrade themſelves 
to the loweſt ſervility, where they find an an- 
tagoniſt who has ſpirit to detect their abſurdi- 
. ties. 


Lord Moreland, diſguſted with the igno- 
rance and familiarity of Sir Robert Little. 
worth, propoſed a party at cheſs, with Sir 
Hervey. Wentworth, which the venerable Ba- 
ronet gladly accepted. 


. hey roſe to quit the room, Sir Robert, 
after following them to the door, on tip- toe, 
holding out the ſkirts of his coat, and imitating 

the limping gait of age, exclaimed, with a loud 
laugh, | 

« Epad, a rum old brace —a couple of 
choice bucks—look well in barneſs—like to 


drive em in a curricle. 


| Lord 


Vo On 
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Lord Moreland, who had all the poliſhed 
manners of the vieille cour, and who was wholly 
unacquainted with the modern ſyſtem of edu- 
cation, turning round contemptuouſly 2 an- 
n, 


> Young, man, let me adviſe you to check 
the ribaldry of your licentious tongue, or 
you will very ſhortly be driven out of ſo- 
ciety, then bowing to Lady Cavil, left the 
ſaloon. 


Sir Robert ſeemed extremely mortified at 
the juſt but unexpected retort, and remained 
filent for a conſiderable time ; at length re- 
covering his native effrontery, he emen 
with; a diſtorted grin, 


« Queer old fib—don't want his advice— 
got ſix thouſand a year—always be welcome— 
buy him out and out—=ſtock of fleecy bofiery into 
the bargain.” 


3 :., . Mi: 
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Miſs Winterton rejoicing in the humiliation 
of her antagoniſt, could not conceal her tri- 
umph. | 


«I think,” ſaid ſhe, my Lord Moreland's 
reproof merits the higheſt commendation; I 
am always delighted when I ſee theſe imper- 
tinent TP renunded of their own inſig- 
nificance.“ 


ce Hollo, my old hard winter,” interrupted 
the elegant Sir Robert, © what's your gab wag- 
ing about? Who bid you put in your ar? 
Mind your goes — ſoon make 8 ſing fab, 
my old uu one.” 8 
- hen turning to Lady Cavil, he . 


« Well, my dolly —ſeem * dumb founded. — 
cddock don“ 


Miſs Ila. now loſing all patience, 
interrupted his harangue by ringing the bell, 
and ordering her chair. Are you going?” 

id Lady Cavil, «© Going,” repeated Mis 
| Winterton, 
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Winterton, © Yes, Madam; a bear garden is, 
in my opinion, a more reſpectable place than 
this houſe, when you admit ſuch viſitors; how- 
ever, I ſhall never trouble it again.” Then 
"wrapping the ſhaw] of dingy notoriety round 
her moſt cadaverous form, ſhe quitted the 
room, without deighing to anſwer Lady Ca- 
vil's repeated invitations to remain. 


Lady Moreland commiſerating the ſuffer- 
ings of our hoſteſs, who had laboured under 
the agony of conſtrained fence for more than 
two hours, propoſed adjourning to the Opera; 
"Colville and Courtney joyfully ſeconding the 
idea, Sir Robert began to diſcover his.unpo- 
pularity, and after aſſuring us that he intended 
to repeat his viſits very often, took his leave, 
to the extreme delight of every one preſent. 


Thus ended the debut of this travelled hero, 
I wiſh I could add, to the ſatisfaction of all 
parties. e 


H3. Lady 
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Lady Cavil was mortified, Miſs Winterton 


enraged, and Lady Moreland, Colville, Court- 
ney, and myſelf, wonderfully amuſed, 


Now, my dear Laura, ſuffer me foro one 


moment to be an 75. 


—— 


Cc ourtney provokes me beyond my pa- 
tience ; the nearer I approach towards inde- 
pendence, the more reſerved he is in his be- 
haviour; in a fortnight my term of bondage 


_ expires, believe me I ſhall emancipate from 
the tyranny of Lady Cavil with more joy than 


ever a priſoner eſcaped from the ſhackles of + 
the Baſtile. 


I cannot account for the fixed averſion 
Lady Cavil has taken to Courtney, ſince the 
unfortunate adventure of the gb, ſhe has 
never heard his name mentioned 8 out 
evincing the moſt ſovereign contempt, and 
ſometimes violence: But 


« Heav'n has no rage, like love to hatred turn'd, 
Mor hell a fury, like a woman ſcorn d.“ 
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She is one of thoſe irritable beings, Who 
never forgive an inſtance of indifference in 
the volatile ſex, and the © pang of deſpiſed love, 
ſeems to prey upon her mind to this hour. 


The ſingularity of Lady Cavil's manner 
expoſes her to eternal ridicule, thoſe who are 
acquainted with her, behold her excentricities 
with commiſeration, and thoſe who are igno- 
rant of her ruling paſſion for notoriety, imagine 
her to be only one degree removed from in- 


fanity. - 


Adieu, pray adn this au 1 very 
ſoon. 


Ale believe me, 
Affectionately yours, 


SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


x 
| 
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LETTER XXXII. 
a I exdervAL 
TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 
Londen, Dec. 179. 


RS. PERCIVAL is #0 more — though 
ſhe never evinced the affection of a 
parent towards me, J cannot but lament her 
loſs—as a ſon, 


I find that her expenſive mode of living 
has wholly diſſipated all the ready money left 
in her care ; and the eſtate, which was alſo en- 
tirely in her power, during her life, ſhe has 
ſo heavily encumbered with mortgages, that 


I fear I never ſhall be in full poſſeſſion of a 
clear rental. Lord Litchfield has promiſed 


to 


ES 
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to inſpect the ſtate of my affairs, and out of - 


four thouſand a year to allow me twelve hun- 
dred, for a ſpecified length of time, the re- 


mainder to accumulate for the redemption of 


incumbrances. : 


Thus,. my deareſt Laura, I candidly unfold 
the ſtate of my finances, all] poſſeſs is yours; 
I?cannot exiſt unleſs you will participate my 
little fortune; time may enable me to offer 


you one more worthy of your acceptance. 


I ſhall now endeavour to bring Lord Litch- 


field to ſome concluſion reſpecting the alli- 


ance be has choſen for me, but which. 7 


| ſhall moſt aſſuredly rejełi with firmneſs : I am 
not inclined to gratify the avarice of relations, 


by. the entire ſacrifice of. every carthly hap» 
3 ä 


It mortified me exceedingly to find that 


Sir Robert Littleworth had viſited Vienna 
a calm obſerver would almoſt imagine that 
1 malignant ſtar directed our x alted idiots, 

| H. & 2 5 to 
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to diſplay their abſurdities in all quarters of 


* the globe, in order to ſully that fame which 


has eſtabliſhed our fuperiority over all other 
nations. I truſt, however, that he did not 
much annoy you: With an eſtate of ſix thou- 
ſand a year, he contrives to be the moſt un- 
popular and diſcontented of mortals, perpe- 
tually roving from place to place, without 
finding a moment's ſatisfaction in any. 


Jam impatient to ſee Lord Litchfield, to 
know the very worſt, and to tell him my ir- 
revocable determination: Ah! deareft Laura, I 
have then but one ſtep to take — to implore 
your commiſeration, and to hope, that you will 
receive a wretched wanderer, folace his af- 
flictions, and, by accepting his hand, become 
the partner of his fate. 


Farewell, my beloved friend, my amiable 
couſin, I never can change my ſentiments till 
1 reſign my fan | . | 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


LETTER 
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LETTER XXXIII. 
An FITZ-OWEN, 


TO SOPHIA CLEVELAND. 


— 


Vienna, Jan. 179 


JE are all in the deepeſt affliction,— 
1 F Poor Claudine is dead. 


Theſe three days paſt Madame St. Bruno 
and myſelf, have never left her. Miſs 
Warton did not like to relinquiſh the plea- 
fures of Vienna for ſo mournful a ſecluſion. 


The amiable old nun, laſt night, a ſhort 
time previous to her deceaſe, ſent for a con- 
feſſor, and, in the preſence of Madame St. 

_H6 | Bruno, 
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Bruno, begged leave to make her Ja ſolemn. 
declaration, upon a ſubject. that intereſts me 
more than I can expreſs. = 


Madame St. Bruno, . whoſe. unaffected 
piety and benevolence exceed all the powers. 
of deſcription, requeſted me to aecompany 
her to the apartment of the venerable woman. 
We Joined her, for ſome time, in fervent de- 
votions. | 15 


« Claudine, my good fifer,” Said Madame 
St. Bruno, © what can afflict a mind like 
yours, which, during. a long life of ſeventy. 
years, has uniformly. evinced the moſt perfect 
ſanctity - the moſt unexampled purity !——_ 
« Alas!” replied. the almoſt exhauſted ſiſter, 
te my mind is innocent of any crime that 
could diſturb. my. ſoul's repoſe ; but there is 
a pang that hangs heavily about my heart; 
I could not leave this world, and ſuffer you 
to. remain in isnorance.— The Lady Bertha.” 


« What of ber, Claudine ?” faid Madame 
St. W herſelf upon her 
knees 
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knees by the bedſide, with her hands claſped, 
and her countenance exprelſive of the moſt 
earneſt impatience. 


« You know ſhe dia, continued Claudine, | 

es in the bloom of yourh and nar the oc- 

caſion of her death was” | 

« Polsox, ſaid our dear Abbeſs, in an 

agony of affliction ;—©<© Why tell me of it? 

I knew it. at the time; the raſh action has 

| fince that period been a conſtant ſource of 

miſery to me; and I deſpair of her ever ob- 
taining the forgiveneſs of heaven.” 


Mt 1 was noi — ſaid Cangnes 
&. ſhe Was not guilly of the- crime. 


T ran to Mans St. Bruno, who ſunk 
upon the floor: in a. few minutes ſhe. 
ſeemed to recover. 


c Goon,” ſaid ſhe, in a tremulous voice,. i 

* AnGELs ſeemed to whiſper to my ears the 

diff dings,” _ 
« Sho. 
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e She periſhed by the hands of Urſuline | 
de Preville, our holy fifer, who died about 

four years after the Lady Bertha.” | 


Madame St. Bun was s pale with horror. 
Claudine proceeded——— 


« The Lady Bertha was ny ill; 
her health, as you muſt remember, hourly 
decayed, after ſhe came to the convent of 
the Grey Sifters : her life was deſpaired of, — 
Her phyſician had ordered her ſeveral drugs; 
amongſt others, a phial of opium, to be ad- 
- miniſtered in ſmall quantities. Ur/uline was 
her night-watch, and, "by miſtake, gave her 
the FATAL DRAUGHT. - The Lady Bertha fell 
into a profound ſleep————from which 
ſhe never awoke again.” 


Madame St. Bruno raiſed her eyes to 
heaven. For ſome time ſhe continued 
ſpeechleſs. At length—with. a look of re- 
ſignation mixed with ſorrow, ſhe exclaimed, 
1 thank * OMNIPOTENT, for this act of 

benignity ; 3 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 155 


benignity ; ; for this balſam to my wounded 
heart. Claudine proceeded. | 


« The dread a puniſhment reſtrained our 
ill-fated , fiter from revealing the dreadfal 
ſecret. She told me, when dying, that it 
had broken her heart. She confeſſed all the 
_ circumſtances to Pere Leonard and myſelf, 
ſolemnly enjoining us never to diſcover it ; 
but the peace of my poor /ou! will not be 
complete if I quit this world, and leave ou 
in ferrow. 


Madame St. Bruno roſe, embraced the dy- 
ing /ifter, and left the room. I remained 
with Claudine, who a few minutes after 
expired. 


1 flew to my dear Abbeſs; I found her at 
prayers in an adjoining chamber, —ſhe wept 
a torrent of tears. 

My heart was full of ſorrow for poor Cau- 
dine's departure; but the bliſs of knowing 
that 


— 
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that * Granmore was innocent of Jo Nau gb- 
ter, overpowered my grief. 


Madame St. Bruno embraced me ten- 
8 Oh! my Laura, my dear child, 
. aid ſhe, © your SHRINE is yet HOLY, The 

inſtinctive ſpirit that fills the breaſt of inno- 
cence, like yours, prompted it to all the mn. 
pathy it diſcovered for my loved SISTER,” — | 
She could articulate no more, we min- 

-  gled our tears, and, 1n all the luxury of | 

forrow, returned to Vienna, without uttering | 


a — 


Aur Claudine will be laid this night in the 
convent, of which Madame St. Bruno is ap- 


pointed the ſuperior. 


Miſs. Warton leaves Vienna in a day or two. 
The gentleman who placed her in our con- 
vent, when an infant, arrived this morning, 
and ſhe accompanies him to England imme- 
diately. She has never ſhed a tear to the me- 


mory of Claugine, £ or offered the ſmalleſt con- 
ſolation 


& 


s 
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ſolation to our beloved Ag. She expreſſes 
a rooted abhorrence of my name, and has not 
even taken leave of me. 


Madame St. Bruno. ſees no perſon what- 
ever for ten days to come. She confines 
herſelf to her cell, to pray for the ſoul of 
Claudine. I, even I, am not permitted to 
interrupt her devotions. 


Aden. I am . much diſtreſſed to ſay 
more than that I remain ſincerely and af- 
ſectionately 8 


Tours, 


TARA FITZ-OWEN> 
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LETTER XXXIV. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 
TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. / 
London, Jan. 179-. 
Sunday Moruing. 
hand trembles, deareſt Laura, 


while I write, that the moſt intereſt- 
ing hour of my life, now approaches. | 


Lord Litchfield has appointed this day for 

the developement of my deſtiny. I know 
not why I ſhould dread the event, I am 
decided in my own mind, and ought not to 
feel an unquiet moment. 


Yet, 
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Yet, oh! moſt adored of Being. my 


heart, which knows 10 other ſovereign.— 


ſcarcely dares hope that you will accept its 
de votions. Indeed, I will deſerve your eſ- 


teem,—I will, by a life of perfect affection, 
convince you, that my ſincerity is as exem- 


plary, as my paſſion is ardent. Neither time 
or change of fortune can alter the one, or ih 
the ſmalleſt * diminiſh the otber. 


If I find my uncle * to deſtroy my 
happineſs, I will leave this kingdom for the 
remainder of his life.] will fly to thee, 
deareſt of women,. and will never quit thy 
preſence, till my fate is decided. 


Explain my . to Madame St. 


Bruno, tell her, I have written to you. 
ſhew her all my letters. he has feeling. 
Foe is not barbarous, —ſhe will perhaps com- 
miſerate my ſituation, and ſuffer you to afford 
me ſome conſolation. | 


Pro write to me. \ I am overwhelmed 
with deſpair,,—-I cannot long ſupport this 
| | ſtate 
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ſtate of miſery, Laura, 1 conjtre \ you to 
write 'to me,——only one line. one little 


word, to ſave me from diſtraftion ;—— 
fay but xoys,——and I will be farisfied. 


© have 9 your lovely friend, Sophia 

Cleveland. We have talked of your perfec- 

tions whole hours together; and, — do not be 

offended, ſhe has given me ſome reaſon 
to "RO; you 5 not TOY hate ne. 


Lady Moreland, whe is extremely amia- 
ble, and who has heard me expatiate on your 
worth, for indeed it is the conſtant theme 
of all my diſeourſe, ſets out for Germany 
in a few days. She has an heart formed for 
"ſympathy,—ſhe will tell you bow much I am 
* to you. - 


- 


The mw hour FR near, Laura, only 
. of my foul's fervent 4225 


Adieu ! 


„ © HENRY PERCIVAL, 
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LETTER XXXV. 
THE SAME To THE SAME, 


He hall I deſcribe my nn 
ſhall I find language to convey the intel - 
ligence which my full heart throbs to com- 


municate. 


Oh! Laura, "= ſhall be a rar 


10515 ave n „ 


my agitation will EY let me 4 2 


I met 
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1 meet Lord Litchfield according to ap- 
pointment. Heaven knows how much 1 
dreaded to meet him. The approach of cer- 
tain death would have appeared leſs terrible, 
I found him in his library, writing, —his 
table was ſtrewed with papers and deeds of 
various deſcriptions. I looked upon them as 
the mandates of my deſtruftion,—for every 
Jn bore the name of GRANM ORT. 


He roſe wich * ſolemnity to meet 


3 Mr. Percival, ” ſaid he, in the 0 aw- 
ful, yet peremptory tone, © I truſt you are 
prepared for the alliance, 1 am about to 


_— ﬀ . 

« I am 3 to n you, by Lord, oy | 
E anſwered I, * but my W 1 * will de- : 
| | e the merit of s e [ 
- a Litchfield ——_ e 


2 e ee 


\ 
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«The lady, whom I wiſh you to ef- 
Pouſe, is the daughter of Lord Granmore ; 


| ſhe is extremely rich, and OY accom- 


3 * 


— 


ce « Very pollbly, my Lord, ” anſwered I; 
e her wealth will bring little attraction in my 
opinion, and, until I have ſeen yy I cannot 
judge of perfections . 


« Of the former,” replied Lord Litch- 
field, © there is no doubt; for the latter, you 
will, I truſt, take my word. In ſhort, Iam 
decided, you muſt wed the lady I have 


choſen, or you will know me 10 longer as your 
friend. 


* To loſe your friendſhip, my Lord,” faid 
1, « would be to me a very ſevere calamity ; 
but would you wiſh the man you eſteem to 
degrade himſelf by bartering his affections, 
for the paltry claims of wealth Wu 
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« Very fine,—very romantic, ——replicd 
Lord Litchfield, —* but extremely aꝶſurd.— 
Give me leave to tell you, Mr. Percival, that 
I am: not inclined to trifle, you are very 
young, Sir. and incapable of judging. I 
have choſen a wife ſuitable to your rank, and 


creditable to your family. If you cannot 
make up your mind to] accept my pro- 
poſal, I muſt teach mine to N that L have 


8 


- Yet how me, my Lord,” ſaid I, in an 
agony of deſpair ;——< let me only /ee the 
lady you have ſelected, —let me tell her that 
my heart is engaged to another ,— ſhe will 


not, upon ſuch terms, accept my hand. 
then why ſhould I, like 


I cannot love her, 
a ſorded villain, rob her of the means of 


forming a more fortunate alliance? If ſhe 


1s liberal,. if ſhe has feeling —ſhe will 
. Shrink from ſuch an union. Inform me 


where ſhe dwells, ] will haſten to her: 
OAT IEINE" 


4 ) : h | : B's 
RS. ; x ; of 
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Lord Litchfield ſternly rephed,——<© You 
ought to have known the world well enough 
to feel, that marriages are only made for con- 
venience, ——Lovs is the companion of fools, 


and the aſſociate of poverty. People of rant 


look beyond ſuch childiſh conſiderations, and 
ſeek for ſplendid alliances, for extenſive 
connexions,.— and the ſolid advantages of 
wealth. You are not obliged to love the wo- 
man you eſpouſe, —you are not forced to 
confine yourſelf to her ſociety. Marriage is 
a mere form amongſt the h:gber claſſes of men; 
iraffic,——only traffic, a lottery of blanks 
and prizes.” | 


« And therefore moſt precarious,” ſaid I, 
impatiently. My Lord, I cannot bear this 
ſyſtem of degrading policy. I will neither 
ſell my honour, or my feelings. This is op- 
preſſion, I cannot tamely yield to bear it. 
If, for the /aft time, I am to bid you farewell, 
remember, my Lord, I am no villain. 
my mind is uncontaminated.— and ſuch as 
will not diſgrace the title which I muſt inhe- 


YOL. II. I ; Fit. 
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rit. My poverty will be my pride, when J 
reflect, that it is the offspring of my rec- 


 titude.”” 


« *Tis very well, Sir,” ſaid Lord Litch- 
field; © then you rge# my propoſal.” 


« I do, my Lord,” faid I, firmly ;—< rea- 
| ſon, honour, nature, and humanity, forink 


from it. 


I was preparing to ebam. be roſe in 
great IT 


ge: Yet, y Mr. Percival,” ſaid he; © be 
calm, and diſpaſſionate ;——/ee the woman l 
have choſen for you, ——ſhe will very ſhortly 
be in England.” Beth tc | 


cc at zi! IS the on che Continent! "5 
 faid I. 


| « She was,” replied Lord Litchfield. © 1 


| am her guardian; ſhe loſt her parents when W | 
Ty Ls an 
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an infant, and has by their deſire. been edu- 
cated in a convent. She is unconſcious of her 
rank or fortune; for particular reaſons ſhe 
does not even bear the name of her family.” 


I trembled with all the mingling ſenſations 
of fear and hope, 
turbation. 


« Do not ſuffer your apprehenſions to 
overwhelm your reaſon,” 
« She is . girl,. — you have ſeen her.” 


here, my Lord, anſwered I. Oh! 
tell me 3 am all impatience.” 


ce Ai n '——replied on Links 
field. 


I could not utter my ſenſations, 
braced him. Atlength recovering in a {mall 
degree, I had juſt power to ſay, 


© Oh! my more than father, I have 
ſeen berg—1 adore her. I obey you. 
"© mY Suffer 


he perceived my per- 
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nar Ge to leave you, -I am overpowered, 
l cannot ſupport my joy,—to-morrow 

J will be with you early, to ſettle all prelimi- 

naries.” I left the room, and flew to my 
| lodgings, where I write this letter. 


oy Laws, amiable Laura, thou 2 rt then the 
daughter of Lord Granmore,—and, in a few 
days, thou ſhalt be the wife of Percival.” 


T have told the joyful tidings to your gentle 
friend Sophia. She has aſſured me that you 
_ will * mine. „ 


et Tell me, oh! tell me, Laura, that ſhe 
has not deceived me. | 


„ bleſſing attend you. 
{ROK TO 10 
HENRY PERCIVAL. 1 
| | Fw 
Li 
th. 
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„ „ 


LETTER XXXVI. 
THE SAME TO THE SAME. 


Monday. 


N one ſhort hour, deareſt Laura, I ſeal my 
ſolemn pledge of love to THEE for ever. 


« My boſom's lord fits lightly on its throne,” 


Ages of ſorrow are over paid by this rap- 
turous moment. Oh! where ſhall I find 


words to tell thee what I feel? Thou canſt 
not refuſe the offering of my heart; deareſt 


Laura, I have already received an earneft of 
thy generous affection, from the confeſſion of 
SopHIa, The impreſſion her intelligence has 


13 made, 
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made, inſpires me with the tendereſt grati- 

tude, and ſhe will henceforth be as dear to 
me as a 7 * | 


I this morning gave her hand to Courtney. 
She looked as lovely as an angel; I did not 
envy my friend his happineſs, when J recol- 
lected how ſoon I ſhould be the moſt bleſt of 


_ . mortals. 


I-almoſt'defpair of this letter's meeting you 
at Vienna, for I truſt. that by this time you are 
on the borders of the Continent. e 


I ſhall defire Lord e 
meet you, and conduct you to your Home. 


Laura, am I not arrogant and confident? 
But this is no time for childiſh reſerve, 1 
have no doubt of your regard. Mrs. Court- 
ney has given me the #/; fs Jul ofurance. 


I am going anti to my uncle. I 


write this at 9 uch a ſcene of 
5 delight! 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 93 
delight — He is the happieſt of men; 
but he muſt ſoon yield that title to Earp 
FRO 0 


The crazy Cavil is talking louder than ever; 


Miſs Winterton is not quite ſo gay; and, in 
my humble opinion, diſcovering "_ hb 
toms of . | 4 
Colville is whiſpering % nanſenſe to the 
lovely Lady Moreland, — Courtney chattering 
with his wife faſter than fifty magpies, —Lady 
Cavil cajoling the well-bred Sir Hervey out of 
another ſummer invitation,—and Miſs Win- 

terton ſitting alone by the fire ſide, looking 


% Woeful wan, like one forlorn,” ; 


Grumbling moſt miſerably, and declaring 
that © ſhe thinks herſelf very ungenteelly 


treated.“ 


The whole party will ſet out to- morrow 
for the Priory, where Sir Hervey Wentworth 
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176 SHRINE OF BERTHA. 
inſiſts upon their remaining a fortnight, in 
order to. celebrate the marriage. Lord and 


Lady Moreland only ſtay there two days, on 
account of their immediate departure for the 


2 0 ontinent. 


Ob! . adored Laura, haſten. to meet 
me,——haſten to THY O WWW. ; 


- HENRY PERCIVAL, 


WITH, | oy 14 Br p LETTER 
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LETTER XXXVII 


MRS. COURTNEY, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


Jan. 1 79 


HIS morning, my deareſt Laura, 


have obeyed your injunctions, and 
given my hand to my beloved Courtney, 
with all the awful ceremonies of our church ; 
being in full poſſeſſion of my fortune, my 


happineſs is complete; not that I believe my 


generous Edward wanted the addition of 


twenty thouſand pounds, to attach him to 


me; on the contrary, I was apprehenſive that 


my wealth would diminiſh his affection; for 


ſince I came of age, he has never mentioned 
his expeRations. 
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178 | SHRINE OF BERTHA. 
I forgive Lady Cavil for all the ennui her 
ridiculous behaviour has occaſioned me; for 


do her loquacity I am indebted for the termi- 
nation of Courtney's timid addreſſes. 


The other evening at her houſe, while I 
was ſitting  penſively ſilent, and Courtney 
muſing at a moſt reſpectful diſtance, on a 
ſudden fhe exclaimed, — 

« Well, Sophia, when do you intend to 
marry this poor little woeful-looking parſon ? 
For my part, I am quite tired of his ſighing 
and ogling, What ſay you Courtney ?” 


« ] dare not ſay any thing,” replied Ed- 
ward, looking at me with the moſt earneſt 
ſolicitude. 


1 remained ſilent. 
te T never ſaw ſuch fools in all my Hife, re- 


Joined Lady Cavil.——fix the day, Edward, 
| —_ III 


5 
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I anfwer for Sophia Cleveland, —fbe will 
not be angry, I aſſure you; — many a match 

is prevented by the ridiculous timidity of 

both pans 'tis all your own * 


Courtney.“ 


At theſe words Edward flew to me. I 


was not able to ſpeak, —my eyes were bent 
on the ground, and wy check . with 


n 


ce 1 it my fault, Sophia? ſaid mmm 
in the tendereſt tone. 


I could only anſwer, © indeed Courtney, it 
is not MINE,” 


He claſped me to his heart and © you 
know the reſt.” 


Percival is wild, literally frantic with 
tranſport. You are by this time acquainted 
* the cauſe of his delight. Pray don't be 

e angry, 
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angry, - but I have aſſured him of your affec- 
tian. You are worthy of each other, and I 


"knew you would never have had courage to 
confeſs it. 


Adieu, adieu, deareſt Laura. 
1 5 Your's as ever, 


' SOPHIA COURTNEY. 


LETTER 


SHRINE OF BERTHA. 1282 


LETTER XXXVIII. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


London, Jan. 17 -. 


AURA. II fear we ſhall meet no more, on 
this ſide the grave. N — My 
miſery is complete,. and death alone can 
terminate my anguiſh, | 


I fly to 


My carriage 1s now waiting, 


breathe before you the laſt Aab of ane 


ſorrow. 


Now 
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mY SHRINE OF BERTHA. 
Now hear my ſtory, and then judge if there 
is a wretch ſo curſed as Henry Percival. 


I informed you in my laſt haſty letter, that 
the hour, to ſettle preliminaries for our mar- 
riage, was appointed. I went to Lord Litch- 
field, he met me with unuſual ſmiles of 
pleaſure and regard. Now, my dear Hen- 
ry,” ſaid he, reſtrain your rapture, and in 
a few minutes I wilt preſent you to your 
charming bride. She arrived only half an 
hour ſince.” 8 | 


« Arrived ! is ſhe arrived?” cried J. — 
0 Oh! let me fly to her.“ 


cc „Hold, W ddt ſo haſty,.—!I will pre- 
pare her for your viſit ;—ſhe is timid, and 
thoſe wild tranſports will alarm her. Reft 
here a moment, and I will conduct you to 

her,” 


He left me in 5 library, andi in a ew mi- 
nutes returned. | 


- Now, 
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« Now, Henry,” faid he, n me to 
introduce you.“ 


I followed him to the drawing -E room. own 


My heart beat high with joy and expectation. | 


J ſeemed to tread on air. 


— 


On our entering the apartment, I beheld 
——BzLINDA WaRTON ! ! 

« Mr. Percival ſaid Lord Litchfield, — 
« I beg leave to preſent you to the heireſs 


of the late Lord Granmore,—my lovely nicce 


that i be ſhortly.” 


c Never, EVER, - my Lord,” ſaid I.— 
I ſhrunk with horror; my blood froze in 
every vein, —lI reeled towards the door, — 
my head grew giddy,——and I leant almoſt 
ſenſeleſs againſt a pillar. _ 1 


Lord Litchfield followed me. © Boy, ”» 
ſaid he, are you frantic? Conſider what 
, you 
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you are doing; Miſs Warton i is aſtoniſhed at 
your conduct.” | 


Name her not,” anſwered I;—< I will 
ſuffer hell's worſt torment, rather han marry 
her, let her beſtow her wealth on ſome 
more /ordid object. only wiſh to quit this 
ſcene of deception for ever.“ 

He tock me by the arm, and preſſed me 
to return ta the drawing-room. 


= Ede. Henry,” faid he, «I wiſh you 
to be happy.” 


I tore myſelf from him, haſtened down 
the ſtairs, and inſtantly quitted that deteſted 
manſion, into which I never will return. 


I ſhall probably be with you before this 
letter can reach Vienna. If you refuſe to ſee 
me, I have but one flep more,. ro ETER- 
NITY 1 


7 I fly 
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I fly to you, - prepare to ſolace me, or to 
ſce me periſh, Tell me not of patience, —l 
have long been patient, but my cheated ſenſes 
break their icy fetters. Madneſs——- will 
ſcatter them to all the blaſts of heaven. 


Laura, will you weep for me,—when I 


am no more vill you remember my un- 
alterable paſſion?— will you bathe, with tears, 
the ſod, where I ſhall „ep rox ever ?- 


Indeed, I am almoſt deprived of reaſon ;— 


yet the /aft impreſſion my memory ſhall re- 
ceive, ſhall be that of your image. 


Adieu, adieu, 


HENRY PERCIVAL. 


Do 
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LETTER XXXIX. 


SopRHA COURTNEY, 


TO LAUBA FITZ OWEN.. 


Landon, Jan. 179 


MY DEAR LAURA, | 


heart throbs with angwiſh for your 

ſituation. Colle& all your fortitude, 
and prepare to conſole the unhappy Percival. 
He is now on his journey to Vienna, We 
have juſt witneſſed a ſcene which no language 
can deſcribe, He left our party in the moſt 
delightful ſpirits ;—joy fat exulting in his 


animated eyes, and ſeemed to diffuſe new 


grace over his countenance, 


An 
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An hour had ſcarcely paſſed, when a ſer- 
vant abruptly entered the room, and whiſ- 
pered to Courtney, * For God's fake, Sir, 
ſaid he, © Come down ſtairs om. 
for I believe Mr. Percival is dying.” 


Courtney flew to the faloon, and 1 Wo 
lowed him; "_ 1 5 Francis cenie 


Dady Cavil and Mifs Winterton remained. 
unmoyved : 4 | 


We found: poor Percival the picture of 
Eagitated. | e 


„Courtney,“ ſaid) he, „ I am Joſt for 
ever. This fatal blow muſt end my being. 


We were aſtoniſhed,. and unable to ac- 
count for this extraordinary change! He 
then deſcribed the horrid ſcene which had 


* at Lord Litchfield's. 


« I am 
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off 1 am ſetting out this inſtant for Wenn“ 
ſaid he. I ſhall make ſhort buſineſs of it. 
If Laura refu ges me, I will not ewes 1. 


on my friend, * not bs him to mad- 
neſs. 


He inſtantly wrote you a letter, which you 

will receive with this, wherein he explained 

the fatal interview, which ha mot driven 
him to PR. 


- Lord Litchfield came while he'was writing. 
We thought it prudent not to let them meet; 
for, I aſſure you, Percival is deſperate. 


Lady Moreland leaves England to-mor- 

row. She is acquainted with the whole af- 
fair, and will explain every circumſtance more 

fully than II can by letter. | 


I conjure you to receive your dear couſin 
. with kindneſs and humanity, Do not trifle 
with an exiſtence ſo precious; a mind fo 

warm 


i 


. 
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warm and animated, labouring under ſuch 


fevere afflictions, may be driven to frenzy; 
one raſh moment would imbitter all your days. 


He deſerves your affection—he 1s the moſt 


excellent and - worthy of men—and, I fear, 


would not ſurvive a deciſive refuſal. 


I am ſo ſincerely afflicted, that I can 
ſcarcely hold my pen. Farewell, my deareſt 
friend: I ſhall be wretched till I hear from 


you, 


SOPHIA COURTNEY, 


* / - »# 


LETTER. 
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"LETTER XL. 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN, | 


TO SOPHIA COURTNEY. 


Vienna, Feb. I7 9-, 


TADAME ST. BRUNO's ſecluſion, 
ſince the death of Claudine, prevent- 


ed my making her acquainted with my cou- 


ſin's two joyful letters. That which I have juſt 
received, mult alone be remembered. 


Alas; my friend, it deadens all my fond 
expectations of delight; but, tis the 14, 
ſhade of miſery ; I gaze upon it with a calm 
and ſtedfalt eye, and conſider it as a dark 


precipice, 


| W> one! W. 9 — %%% „„ i. 
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precipice, terminating a bright and luxurious 
proſpett. 


In eight days I ſhall be ſhut up for ever, 
from a world of ſorrow and duplicity. Lam 
preparing to take the veil, and to devote the 
remainder of my life to piety and reſignation. 
You will, perhaps, condemn my reſolution ; 
you will call it barbarous; reflect one mo- 
ment, I conjure you, and confeſs its pro- 


* ] 


I am an orphan,— „ — 
and poor.— ] have never taſted the pleaſures 
of the world, therefore ſhall not lament their 
loſs. Mr. Percival is nobly born, —he is yet 
unacquainted with his own heart,—his con- 
nexions are numerous; ſhall I call down 
the curſes of his relations, and be treated with 
diſdain, —as a wretched intruder ? Shall 7 
plunge him into ruin ?—1, who love him moſt, 
be his de/froyer sophia, it ue "oy it 
1 not be. 
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His days ſhall be tranquil, and-unclouded 
with remorſe, his family, and the world, 
Geqand him. | : 


7 will not bury ſuch a gen in dark ob 
livion. 


I have informed Madame St. Bruno of my 
intention; ſhe is the moſt unprejudiced and 
enlightened of her ſex; ſhe heard me with 
compoſure ; the begged me to reel. 


I have refleted;—and my reſolution | is 
irrevocable. 


I ſhall not ſee Mr. Percival. I ſhall, be- 
fore his arrival, become a member of that 
holy community, whoſe hopes are beyond the 
follies of this world. I ſhall be compoſed,— 
and, I truſt, happy. * 5 


Far removed from all the f. plendours and 
luxuries- of life, I have no wiſh for either. I 


* hope for PEAcR and if ſhe will not 
3 deign 
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deign to inhabit the abode of virtue and hu- 
mility, where can I expect to find her? 


On Puace! thou nymph of modeſt mien! 
Where, where, doſt thou delight to ſtray ? 
Doſt thou o'er mountains bend thy way, 
When ev'ning ſpreads its ſhade ſerene ? 
Or doſt thou fly from ſcorching light, 
To ſeek the tufted vale; 
Or midſt the ſolemn noon of night, 
Liſt to the love-lorn minſtrel's tale? 
Or in the Hzzmir's ſolitary cell, | 
In fimple veſtment clad, with holy s1LENCE dwell? 


Fair, firſt born, placid child of Jove ! 5 
An humble ſuppliant deign to hear; 
If from thy ſtarry- ſpangled ſphere, 
Thou ſtoop'ſt o'er mortal ſcenes to rove; | 
If ever to the lonely ſhed ; 
Of agony and grief, : 
Thy flow and timid footſteps tread, 
To bring the balm of ſure relief; 
Oh! quickly come, and through each aching vein 
Thy ſainted balſam pour, to lull my fev'riſh brain, 


The vain, the buſy world I ſcorn ; 
I ſeek no gaudy ſcenes of guile, 
Where falſhood courts with murd'rous ſmile, 
And pleaſure mocks the wretch forlorn : | 
vol. it, 9 - 1 
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To unillumin'd caves I'll fly, 
Or climb the mountain's creſt ; 
And hid from ev'ry curious eye, 
Steal ſoſtly to thy halcyon breaſt ; 
Where ſoothing viſions round my form ſhall move, 
And one long tranquil dream my weary ſenſes prove! 


Already from my throbbing heart, 2 
The killing ſhaſt of anguiſh flies; 
Hope ſparkles in my grateful eyes, 
And reaſon blunts affliction's dart! 
About my waiſt no myrtle weaves; 
No roſe adorns my brow; 
Nor yet the poppy's numbing leaves; 
Nor yet the laurel's pompous bough ; 
Then PEACE ! thy healing oLIve let me own, 
And let me ſteal thro life—uxenviep a UNKNOWN, 


Adieu! my deareſt Sophia! I FF in 
your * long years of bliſs attend 
you. Mi Þ : 


In five days J ſhall: be wenty- one years of 


Madame St. Bruno has earneſtly requeſted 
that I will not embrace my holy vows, till 
that period is pat. 

4 


Aa <& 
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I am not dejected I am not deſpairing 
my mind is tranquil——and my ſoul is 
reſigned. 


In a few days J ſhall be dead to every mor- 
tal ſcene, I conjure you to recall the wan- 
dering Percival ; and let it be the ſtudy of 
your life, to teach him to forget 


LAURA FITZ-OWEN. 


K2 LETTER 
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LETTER XII. 


LADY MORELAND, 


10 MRS. COURTNEY. 


2 Feb. 179- 


WISH I could « communicate pleaſing in- 
telligence,—but, alas! my dear Sophia, 
the proſpect here is replete with miſeries. 


Mr. Percival is almoſt in a ſtate of deſpair 
— his manner is wild and varying—his looks 
are expreſſive of ſecret anguiſh—and his con- 

verſation evidently bordering on frenzy. 
He is no longer the delight of every ſociety ; 


his mien bears the marks of a diſturbed 
imagination 5 


F 
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imagination; and, unleſs ſome very ſpeedy 
change takes place, I think the worſt is to 
be apprehended, OE 


I ſaw him only for a moment yeſterday. 
He did not leave his chamber till the evening 
—he promiſed to ſup with us—we waited 
till midnight—he did not arrive—our un- 
eaſineſs increaſed, — At day-break he returned 
— he had paſſed the whole night, which was 
very tempeſtuous, beneath the walls of the 


convent, which, in a few days, will be the 
ſepulchre of Laura Fitz-Owen, 


I have ſent to requeſt an interview with 
Madame St. Bruno, and am determined to 
make her acquainted with the whole ſtory ; 
for if I remain ſilent, and any dreadful event 


| ſhould happen, I ſhould never forgive my- 


ſelf, to the laſt hour of my exiſtence. 


I will ſee Miſs Fitz-Owen, and from Ber 
will receive the ſentence of Mr. Percival. 


K 3 | Adieu. 
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Adieu. I will write to you 9 when I 
return from the convent. 


_ Your's ever, 


MARIA MORELAND, 


* 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIII. 
| FROM THE SAME, TO THE SAMB. 


Vienna, Feb. 17 79 


Laura! I did not think ſuch a being 
inhabited this world! | If jthe mournful im- 
preſſion which ſhe has made upon my mind, 
will allow me the powers of deſcription, I 
will give you an exact detail of our * 


in terview. 


Mr, Percival, A has not yet been per- 
mitted to ſee her, conjured me, in the moſt 


touching and energetic language, to conceal 
nothing from Madame St. Bruno. With. 
5 | K. 4. this. 


il 


HAVE this inſtant ſeen the angelic 
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this reſolution I went to the convent, of 

which ſhe is lately become the ſuperior. She 
received me with a degree of gentleneſs and 
benignity, which ſeemed inſpired by ſome- 
thing more than human! 


« Will you forgive me, Madam, for this 
intruſion ? * laid I. 


« Heaven forbid,” replied Madame St. 
Bruno, © that 7, who profeſs to be at peace 
with all the world, ſhould refuſe to pardon fo 
trivial an offence.” Then, taking my hand, 
ſhe led me to a ſeat. I never beheld ſo cap- 
tivating a woman! Fu 


cc My | dear Madaen,” ſaid I, © will you 
permit me to ſee Miſs Fitz-Owen ? I will 
not detain her a moment.” 
« She is in her chamber,” ſaid Madame 
St. Bruno, but ſhe ſhall attend you in- 
ſtantly.“ Having ee: 1c a meſſenger, 


ſhe proceeded, | | 
ce In 
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ce Iff a few days the amiable Laura will 
embrace, for ever, a life of ſecluſion. Yet 


do not imagine that her mind is warped by 


prejudice, or that any unfair influence has 
been exerciſed to bring about this ſolemn re- 
ſolution : it is her own free choice ; though, 


I confeſs, a ſudden one; for, till within a very 


ſhort period, ſhe never even hinted ſuch a 
with. I fear ſome forrow of the mind has 
fixed her determination, for of late ſhe is not 
like her former ſelf.” 3 Ds 


« Alas q faid I, © my dear Madam, you 
have developed the cauſe of her uneaſineſs. 
You have ever been her kindeſt, indeed, her 
only friend; and ſurely it would give you 
pain to ſee her wretched.” 


« Unqueſtionably,” replied Madame St. 
Bruno. Indeed there is no ſacrifice I would 


not make to render her happy. Proceed Lady 


Moreland——I am anxious to hear you pro- 


_ _y Bae: that can promote her felicity. “ 
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I continued 
whoſe miſeries 3 her feeling heart, is now 


waiting to know his doom, Mr. Percival. 


She ſtarted at the name - then bowing 


her head, gave me the ſignal to Peel. 
1 ee. 


« The monaſtic life,” ſaid I, 4 in which 
you have paſſed your days, has not deadened 


the fine ſenſations of your ſoul—you quit not 


the world, driven by the ſuperſtitious terror 
of a guilty or weak mind; you 
can feel the miſeries of love. 


2 1 3 fel them,” ſaid Madame * 


Bruno, ſighing deeply. — 1 continued 


« This . dreadful ſacrifice, which Miſs. 


Fitz-Owen i iS about to make, will inevitably 
deſtroy one of the moſt deſerving of men. 


At cis moment Laura entered the room. 


ce The wretched W 


n pity, you. 


95 
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Sophia, the pencil of Rafaelle could not 
paint ſo divine a figure! She was in mourn- 
ing; a long white veil, thrown off her beau- 


tiful forehead,. fell from the top of her head, 
in ample folds, quite to the ground; her 
auburn hair waved about her face and on 


her ſhoulders; her form was majeſty itſelf, 
though every ſtep was marked with FIR 


_ meeknels ! 


She approached me with a ſerenity* of 
countenance : ſuch as Guido would have 
choſen for. a. Madona. Her face was pale, 
but ſo divinely placid, that I ſelt an awful 


admiration while I looked at her, which al- 


* chained my tongue. 


Ne Lady Moreland, 7 id the, © © accept my 
thanks for this kind attention. You are 


come to take your leave of me; and I re- 


joice that my fituation ſtill allows me the 
honour of ſeeing you.“ 


She enquired for her- © dear Sophia.” 
KS. Miß 
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. Mi Fitz-Owen,” ſaid I, “will- you 
allow me to deliver a meſſage from Mr. 
Percival? . 


She preſſed my hand, and a tear ſtole 

down her beautiful face — like dew upon the 
drooping /ily She then took from her bo- 
ſom the /aft letter which ſhe had received 
from Mr. Percival, 


ec Read that paper, my deareſt, beſt of 
friends,” ſaid ſhe to Madame St. Bruno, 
« and then judge whether I ought to hear the 
name of Mr. Percival.“ She then embraced 
me, and, remand with diſtreſs, retired. 


Madame St. | Dane PN" the . Her 
hand trembled, ſhe changed colour, and, with 
ſome difficulty, ſaid, Lady Moreland, 1 
will fee Mr. Percival to-morrow, at noon. 
This is a cruel buſineſs, and melts my heart 
to pity. I yet truſt, his grief is not without 
ſome hope ; and that it will be in my power 
to afford him conſolation. 1 requeſt that you 
| will 
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will accompany him a I promiſed to 
obey her. | 


1 have delivered the meſſage to Mr. Per- 
cival, and we wait, with ſolemn expectation, 
for the interview. 


Adieu, my dear Sophia, 
Your's moſt truly, 


MARIA MORELAND,. 


LETTER 
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LETTER. XLINM: 
THE SAME, TO THE SAME.. 


Vienna, Feb. 179 


\ HIS day, at noon, we obeyed the 

. ſummons of Madame St. Bruno. We 
found the charming Laura ſitting with her. 
Her eyes encountered Percival's, and ſhe. 
ſeemed ſcarcely able to ſupport herſelf. 


He inſtantly. threw. himſelf at her feet, 
and reſting his forehead on her hands, which 
he held together, he remained for ſome mo- 
ments fixed as a ſtatue. 


| SHRINE OF Bxxrna. «way 
Madame St. Bruno looked at me, and 
ſmiled, while a foft bluſh overſpread her 
countenance. 


ce Mr. Percival,” ſaid ſhe, you. eame to 
hear my counſel; you muſt not overſtep the 
bounds * decorum.” | 


He ſtarted up; "his countenance Was wild. 
and — 


« Madam,” replied he, © I am the moſt 


ſorlorn of beings : you will, I truſt, forgive 
me—T ſhall not Jong tranſgreſs, Perhaps this 
is a. laſt offence,” 


The looks of Miſs Fitz-Owen are not to 


be deſcribed, She roſe to leave the Parlor. 


Percival ſeized her hand. Whither are 
you going?“ ſaid he; Tou ſhall not de- 
part. Then, turning to the Abels. he con- 
tinued: Oh! teller her ſtay—conjure her to 
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be merciful—my ſoul is on the wing—and if 


be you me, muſt ſeek eternal horror. | 


His voice, his manner, were cerribly | im- 


| To” | 


Madame St. Bruno then intreated that he 
would be compoſed, and attend to what ſhe 
was about to ſay. We took our ſeats, and 
for a moment a ſolemn ſilence prevailed. 
Madame St. Bruno then W 


9 1 can fra” ”. ia _ ce I can pity your 
misfortunes. Though born in Vienna, to all 
the proſpects of luxurious ſplendour, I have, 
from my youth, been the ſolitary tenant of 


a monaſtery. 


% My father, the Marquis St. Bruno, was 
illuſtrious by birth, but of a proud and avari- 
cious mind. He had only two children, 


_ myſelf and the Lady Bertha, From our in- 


fancy he wiſhed to deny us the pleaſures of 
ſociety, which induced the Baron de Wald- 
berg, 
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berg, my mother's brother, to give us fre- 


quent invitations to his hoſpitable manſion. 
There I firſt beheld the Compte de Montmorency: 
he was amiable, accompliſhed, and valiant ; 
but he wanted the only advantage my father 
valued ;—he was not rich. I cannot enter 
into a minute detail of all our ſorrows. He 


left Vienna in deſpair ; he Joined thy ON ; 
he died in battle. 


« A ſhort time after the dreadful news 
reached Vienna, an alliance was propoſed to 
| My heart ſhuddered at the thought. 
J dared not abſolutely refuſe to obey the 
Marquis; therefore requeſted ſix months to 


conſider, and reconcile my mind to 7 an event 
ſo awful. | 


During that period, my ſiſter Bertha, who 


was the faireſt flower that ever adorned this 


country, at the houſe of our uncle, became 
acquainted with Arthur Lord Granmore. He 
was on his travels, attended only by his tutor. 
He was diſtantly related to Lord Litchfield, 
and eſteemed an ornament to his family ! 

« His 


* 
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« His graceful perſon, and intereſting con- 
verſation, entirely captivated the heart of 
Bertha. A mutual attachment was viſible, 
and they ſeemed to breathe but for each 
other. 5 


« My father was a rigid catholic; fierce, 
haughty, and unfeeling. Lord Granmore 
was a proteſtant. The lovers deſpaired of 
obtaining the conſent of relations—and—were 
privately married. Owing to the treachery 

of a falſe friend, the union was diſcloſed to 
the Marquis, my father. His reſentment Was 
implacable, —he refuſed all terms of con- 
ceſſion; and my beloved ſiſter was driven 
En his threſhold Wich the moſt inbuman 


ſeverity. 


Lord Granmore was till under age, 
and wholly dependent on his father, The 
ſcanty allowance he received, during his 
travels, was ſcarcely ſufficient to ſupport a 
wife. But he adored Lady Granmore—and 


Jang to the en inſult ſne had re- 
e eee elurd. 


wy 
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ecived, he perſuaded her to quit the country, | 


and fly to Switzerland. 


« The worthy Bard de Waldberg, whoſe 
heart was ſuſceptible of the moſt refined 


benevolence, felt the tendereſt concern for 
their unhappy ſituation; and having re- 
peatedly endeavoured, in vain, to footh my 
father, promiſed, during his life, to allow 
her an independent income. J attended 
their flight; and, for more than a year, par- 
ticipated their bliſsful retirement. My love- 
Jy fiſter now became a mother. a 


Hlere Mr. Percival raiſed bis eyes to OY 
ven in ſilent agony, at the . of 
7 Maſs — E 


Madame St. I proceeded. « Lord 
| Granmore was now of age, When the news 


arrived that his father was no more. His 


return to England was abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary. My ſiſter had only a few days before 
given birth to a daughter, and her preca- 
rious ſtate of health precluded the poſſibility 

of 
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of travelling, without endangering her ex- 


" Tad Granmore departed : he embraced 
his beauteous wife, his infant daugbter—fur 
the laſt time. Shortly after a letter arrived, 
ſaying that he was the happieſt of mortals, 
his fortune immenſe, and his friends, par- 
ticularly Lord Litchfield, impatient for the 
| arrival of oy Granmore. , | 


« Juſt a this Fr my 1 the Mar- 
quis St. Bruno, was appointed Imperial Am- 
baſſador to the Court of London. He had 
been but a few days in the Britiſh metro- 
polis, when, in a mixed ſociety, he met 
Lord Granmore. Looks of contempt, on 
both ſides, provoked altercation. The Mar- 
quis was impetuous—and the cold diſdain of 
the young Earl provoked him to outrage. 
He drew his ſword—they were ſeparated— 


but Lok Granmore felt his honour injured, 
and 
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and on the n day; ſent him a chal- 


lenge. 


Log D GRANMORE FELL." 


* They fought 


<« The news was conveyed to us by Lord 


Litchfield. My ſiſter was, for many weeks, 
deprived of reaſon ; when the frenzy of grief 
ſettled into profound melancholy. She re- 


ſolved to bury herſelf for the remainder of 


her life in emen 


4 « Shortly afterwards Land Litchfield came 
to Switzerland, in order to place a diſtant 
relation in a convent. My ſiſter, with her 


infant daughter, and myſelf, reſided in a 


ſmall villa, near Geneva. Lord Litchfield 
commended her economy ; and informed her 
that Lord Granmore's eſtate, ſo far from 
being ſplendid, had proved exceedingly in- 


cumbered ; that the whole of his property 


was fcarcely ſufficient to liquidate the debts 
incurred by his late father. 


on 
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On the following year I took the vows of 
celibacy. My ſiſter, and her infant, came 
to reſide in the convent with me, as pen- 
| fioners. I had ſcarcely taker the veil fix 
months, when news arrived of my father's 
death. He expired at enmity with my poor 
ſiſter ; but to me he bequeathed the whole of 


his fortune. | 


Lady 8 4 afflicted with the 
remembrance of her father's diſpleaſure, - 
hourly declined. This new inſtance of per- 
ſecution was too ſevere for her exquiſitely 
ſenfible mind.—She was fading faſt to that 
Heaven” which her faith and her virtue 
taught her to hope for. I need not relate 
the mournful circumſtances of her death 
you already know them. | 

% She was: buried in the ruins of a chapel 
belonging to an ancient convent, near that 
which we then inhabited; the body was de- 
poſited at midnight, without any holy cere- 
mony, | 


« Thus 
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«Thus leſt to mourn her loſs, I determin- 
ed: to rebuild our monaftery, We removed, 
about ſix years ſince, to the vicinity of 
Geneva, while the fabric was completing. 


You, my dear Laura, remember theſe cir- 
cumſtances. ö 


« The lonely ſpot which concealed the re- 
mains of my dear Bertha, would never have 


been known, had you not diſcovered it. It 


was her particular deſire that her daughter 
ſhould: remain under my care till ſhe became 
of age; and that the ſtory of her mother 
ſhould be concealed from her. On examining 
her effects, in order to ſee if ſhe had left any 
will,. I found the gold caſket, with its con- 
tents, as you diſcovered them. The manu- 
{ſcript was written by mee. : | 


Here Madame St; Bund heſitated, and 
_ extremely. | 


Laura tremblingly enquired « Whether the 
miniature ſhe had found was the portrait of 
| Lady Bertha's Huh, 
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t was the portrait of youR FATRHER, 
the late LokD GRAN MORE!“ ſaid Madame 
St. Bruno. 


Laura ſhrieked, and fell, to all appear- 
ance, dead. 


Percival ſnatched her to his arms, and 
with the aſſiſtance of Madame St. Bruno, 
and myſelf, ſupported her. She appeared: to 
be wholly /ifele/s. 


Our a is not to be deſcribed. 


She recovered ſufficiently to recollect the 
ſtory. She fell on Henry's neck, and ſeemed 


to 7 evive. 


e Laura,“ ſaid her amiable Monitreſs, “ 
have diſcharged my duty. This day, one 
and twenty years, you firſt beheld the light. — 
You have my conſent to wed Mr. Percival. 
You are formed to adorn the world ; - you 
ſhall have my uncealing prayers.— Be 
* and BE HAPPY,” T | 


ec The 
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c The requeſt of Lady Granmore, that 
you ſhould not know your origin, till you 
were of age, was probably on account of her 
invincible attachment to the catholic religion, 
and her apprehenſions that you might be in- 

fluenced by the Granmore family to change 
it. Her injunctions were ſtrengthened when 

ſhe heard of the embarraſſed ſtate of your 
father's finances. And I thought the hap- 
pieſt life you could adopt, would be that of 
total ſecluſion from a world of ſorrow. With 
this opinion, I only permitted you to uſe the 
name of Fitz- Owen ; that of Lord Gran- 
more's mother, who was the daughter and 
heireſs of Sir Edmund Fitz-Owen, and who 
died at the ſame hour that ſhe gave your fa- 
ther to the world.” 


I cannot proceed: the recollection of the 
ſcene ſeizes on all my faculties. 


* * * * * 


The remains of Lady Granmore, by order 
of Madame St. Bruno, will arrive at Vienna 
VOL. II. L 1 
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in a few days. The meſſenger was diſ- 
patched on the awful buſineſs immediately 
after the death of Claudine. 


As ſoon as the ſolemn ceremonies are 
concluded, I truſt I ſhall have the felicity of 
witneſſing the marriage of Mr. Percival and 
the adorable Laura. 


Adieu, 
Very ſincerely your's 


5 MARIA MORELAND, 


NH 


LETTER 
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© LETTER XIIV. 


Vienna, March 17 9-. 


HENRY PERCIVAL, 


TO SIR FRANCIS COLVILLE. 


HIS day has put a period to all my 

earthly miſery, — for bleſt with ſuch a 

wife as Laura, I ſhall henceforth laugh at all 
the calamities of this world! 


We remain only a few days at Vienna, 
and ſhall then proceed to England. If Lord 
Litchfield has courage to meet the woman 
he wiſhed to injure,—the only child of his 
beſt friend—the orphan whom he has en- 

: L 2 deavoured 
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deavoured to defraud; I ſhall not, by 
ſcreening his villany, become a confederate 


in his crimes. 


The relics of Lady Granmore arrived here 
a few days ſince, and were, at the particular 
requeſt of Madame St. Bruno, immediately 
depoſited in the chapel of her convent. The 
ceremony was awful beyond deſcription. 
My beloved wife was placed in a very diſ- 
treſſing ſituation, to become firſt acquainted 
with a mother, at the moment ſhe was con- 
ſigned to the grave. 


Lady Moreland ſets out to-morrow for 
Italy. She only remained ſo long to Wit- 
neſs my day of ſplendid et = 


Colville, You muſt experience all my 


agonies, before you can form a an idea of my 


faliy. | 
Adi, ry a | 


HENRY PERCIVAL. 
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LETTER XLV. 


LADY MORELAND, 


TO MRS. COURTNEY. 


Vienna, March 179-. 


O UR amiable bench are at laſt PT 
pletely happy. They were married 
yeſterday. The ceremony was performed at 
the good old Baron de Waldberg's, who pre- 
ſented to Laura a ſplendid ſet of brilliants, 
upon the occaſion. The party aſſembled on 
the bliſsful morning, were the Ducheſſe de 
Howenſtein, Madame St. Bruno, Monſieur 
and Madame de Leitzberg, the Baron and 
Baroneſs de Waldberg, Mr. and Mrs. Per- 
cival, Lord Moreland, and myſelf. 

* 5 As 
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As you will feel the tendereſt intereſt in the 


event, all the little circumſtances will, per- 
haps, be eee | 


On my arrival at the Baron's, I "Ie" the 
whole party waiting, except Laura. 


The apartment was ſuperbly decorated, 
and hung round with feſtoons of roſes. A 
ſmall altar was erected, with a canopy of lilac 
ſilk over it. | 


| Laura entered the room, led by Madame 
St. Bruno; the effect was enchanting ; the 
dreſs of an abbeſs, contraſted with that of 
the beautiful 1 80 was wonderfully ſtrik- 


ing. 


- Mrs. Percival wore a ſimple robe of the 
fineſt cambric; the ſleeves were ſhort, and 
faſtened juſt above the elbow, with a row of 
| pearls; her zone was formed of white roſes, 
ſimilar to the wreath which bound her luxu- 
riant auborn hair ! The bluſh of conſcious 
delight, mingled with modeſt grace, height- 
ened her beauty aſtoniſhingly. Percival 
was wild with rapture. . 
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In the evening, the Baron gave a magni- 


ficent ball, There Mrs. Percival appeared 
as the heireſs of Lord Granmore ! Her dreſs 


was made of ſilver- ſpotted muſlin ; and ſhe 
wore a profuſion of diamonds, ſome of which 
had belonged to her mother, and others, 
which had been that day preſented to her by 
the Baron de Waldberg, and Madame St. 
Bruno, 


| Mrs. Percival has ſettled a comfortable in- 
dependence on old Tereſe; and the honeſt 
Etienne. At her deſire I write ; for ſhe ſays 
ſhe cannot expreſs what her heart feels. 


The joy here is univerſal ; and number- 


leſs fetes are preparing to celebrate the 


marriage, 
Adieu! 
Ever ſincerely your's, 


MARIA MORELAND, 


m— L 4 
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LETTER LVI. 
Lane kane, 


To MADAME ST. BRUNO, 
Lal pril 179. 


A Stranger,—in a new world, to the 
beloved monitreſs of my r days. I 
now addreſs myſelf. 


Denne and beſt of biene accept a 3 
ſand grateful and affectionate remembrances. 
To au, I owe all my proſpects of delight, — 
to 3ou, whoſe tender care has led me on to 
happineſs, and rendered me worthy of the 
heart of Percival. 


My life muſt be a 5 of felicity ; the 
mind your example has inſpired, and your 
'precepts cultivated, cannot err. and the 
reward of rectitude is bli/s,—conſcious bliſs, — 


beyond the caprices or the frowns of fortune. 
I ſhall 
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I ſhall, once in two years, pay you a viſit; 


Henry has promiſed to indulge me in this re- 


queſt; for, if I had not ſuch an hope to che- 
riſh, I ſhould, though the wife of Percival, 
feel that my happineſs was incomplete. 


Believe me, my dear, my kind Preceptreſs, 
all the gaudy ſcenes of life ſhall not make me 
unmindful of you. I will, in Fancy, often 
viſit your facred habitation ; and the delight- 
ful enchantment ſhall teach me to believe, 
that Laura Percival is not forgotten in your 
Prayers. | 


On our arrival, we found that Lord Litch- 
field was at Bath, dangerouſly ill. that 
Mifs Warton was with him; and that ſhe 
was a great favourite. We ſet out for that 
place to-morrow. You ſhall hear from me 
conftantly. 


» 


A thouſand 3leffings, ſuch as your virtues. 


deſerve, attend you. 


Believe me, my dear Madam, your grate- 
ful and affectionate niece, 


LAURA PERCIVAL. 
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| 


LETTER TVI. 
"HORS PERCIVAL, ; 


70 MADAME. ST. BRUNO, 


2 April I79-. 


A Stranger — in a new world, to the 
beloved monitreſs of my early 19 I 
now addreſs mylett.. | 


"Deareſt and beſt of friends, accept a i 
9550 grateful and affectionate remembrances. 
To gau, I owe all my proſpects of delight,— 
to vou, Whoſe tender care has led me on to 
happineſs, and rendered me worthy of the 
heart of Percival. f | 


the 


My life muſt be a 3 7 felicity; 


mind your example has inſpired, and your 
'precepts cultivated, cannot err, and the 
reward of rectitude is bis, —conſcious bliſs, — 


beyond the caprices or the frowns of fortune. 
I ſhall 
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I ſhall, once in two years, pay you a vilit; 
Henry has promiſed to indulge me 1n this re- 
queſt; for, if I had notſuch an hope to che- 
riſh, I ſhould, though the wife of Percival, 
feel that my happineſs was incomplete. 


Believe me, my dear, my kind Preceptreſs, 
all the gaudy ſcenes of life ſhall not make me 
unmindful of you. I will, in Fancy, often 
viſit your ſacred habitation ; and the delight- 
ful enchantment ſhall teach me to believe, 
that Laura Percival is not forgotten in your 
prayers. | 

On our arrival, we found that Lord Litch- 
field was at Bath, dangerouſly ill ;——that 
Mifs Warton was with him ;——and that ſhe 
was a great favourite. We ſet out for that 
place to-morrow. You ſhall hear from me 
conftantly. 


A thouſand Zlefſings, ſuch as your virtues 
deſerve, attend you. 


Believe me, my dear Madam, your grate- 
ful and eee niece, 


LAURA PERCIVAL. 


* 
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THE SAME TO THE SAME: 


| Bath, April 179+ 
Tae Evening. 


E have * been in Bath five x mi- 
nutes. Lord Litchfield is in extreme 
danger; he has refuſed to ſee Mr. Percival, 
who received a denial from the pen of Miſs 
Warton! I give you an exact tranſcript of 
her note — 


« Miſs Warton informs Mr. Percival, that 
© he cannot ſee Lord Litchfield; and that 
« ſhe thinks his intruſion extremely indeli- 

« cate 
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« cate and improper, at a moment fo 
« critical, 


« Mr. Percival has no right to expect any 
ce indulgence from Lord Litchfield, after the 
ce /iigma he has thrown on his family, by his 
« diſgraceful alliance. With regard to Mrs. 
« Percival, —a ſhort time will elucidate- her 
« pretended claims to the fortune of Lord 
<« Granmore.. Lord Litchfield's death will 
te probably terminate that buſineſs. Mails 
« Warton requeſts that ſhe may receive no 
ce further trouble, as ſhe diſclaims all inter- 

« courſe with Mr. and Mrs, Percival. " 


North Parade, 
Wedneſday Night. 


I am informed that Miſs Winterton is the 
gouvernante of Miſs Warton; and that ſhe is 
ſuppoſed to have a moſt powerful influence 
over the mind of her pupil, Mr, Percival 
has ſome e whether Lord Litchfield 

knows 


* 1 — 
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knows of our arrival at Bath, and hi at- 
tributes Miſs Warton's Note to ſome con- 
certed plan, than to any wiſh of the Earl's. 
I ſhall not finiſh my letter *tilt to-morrow: 


* * 11 * f * * 
D "© 22 Marning. 


At 8 aA make arrived from 
Lord Litchfield, deſiring that Henry and 
myſelf would mſtantly attend him. We obey- 
ed the ſummons. A more melancholy ſcene | 
I never witneſſed. Py 


v 
SS % £4 


He was juſt able to ſpeak, though per- 


fectly ſenſible; he knew me; and the in- 


ſtant I entered the room, beckoned me to 


approach him. His Solicitor was with him, 


I knelt by his bedſide,——he put his 
arms forth and embraced me:“ Oh 


child of my departed friend, ſaid he,—< 1 


thank 
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thank heaven I ill live to do thee juſtice — 
thou art the Hzrress of ARTHUR Lord 
GRANMORE, and the wealthieſt in the king- 
dom. Accept my bleſſing, and forget all 
that has paſſed. As you are the laſt deſcend- 
ant of your illuſtrious family, your exiſtence 
was ſcarcely known ; and, as I had been in- 
formed, that at the particular requeſt of your 
deceaſed mother, you were deſtined to take 
the veil, I had conceived the unworthy idea 
of beſtowing your wealth on my daughter, 
Belinda WarToNn. I ſhall leave her an in- 
dependent fortune ; but as ſhe 1s wholly with- 
out connexions here, I conjure you to coun- 
tenance her, and to ſhield her mother from 
the ſeverity of ſelf- reproach. 1 


« Depend upon my zeal and my tender- 
neſs,” ſaid I ;——it: ſhall be my pride to 
protect her, and my pleaſure to amuſe her: 
hs her mother ſtill live?“ 


ec bun een“ 880 Lord a 
« x5 MRS. LUCRETIA WIN TERTON.“ | 
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At this moment Miſs Winterton ſuddenly 
vaniſhed. 


"700 Alas! * continued the Earl, © it would 
imbitter my laſt moments, if J thought this 
ſecret would tranſpire.” 


He appeared to be quite exhauſted, and! 
quitted the room. His Solicitor and: Mr. 
Percival ns with him. 


0 * # „ 
* I» «„ „ „„ 


j ans ped Street, Thurſday Ni e, 
ON] Eleven o Clock. 


At eight o hk ils evening, Lord Litch- 
field guitted this world. He became ſpeech- 
leſs a ſhort time after. I left him; but not 
before: he had delivered to Henry, in the pre- 
ſence of his Solicitor, ſuch deeds and pa- 
pers, as put him in full poſſeſſion of my fa- 
ther's eſtate, which I am told is one of the 
moſt beautiful in this country. It is greatly 

improved, 

5 5 
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improved, and in complete repair. Lord 
Litchfield, as the guardian of Lord Gran- 
more's daughter, made it his place of reſt- 
dence. 


As ſoon as the laſt obſequies are perform- 
ed, we depart for Sir Hervey Wentworth's, 
in Berkſhire ; from thence we ſhall proceed 
with a large party to Granmore Caſtle, in 
Glouceſterſhire. You may be aſſured I 


ſhall not go——without my dear Sophia and 
Courtney. 


I am impatient to ſee that extraordinary 

character Lady Cavil, whoſe vulgarity, and 

perpetual affectation of on, have induced the 

farcaſtic Sir Francis Colville to chriſten her 

the Mancheſter fuſtian of ſecond rate faſhion. 
I cannot believe ſuch a being exiſts, My 

dear Henry objects to her ſociety, fearing 

that her boiſterous mirth will not aſſimilate 

with my ſober monaſtic manners. 


Mrs. Winterton and her daughter ſet out 
for London, the -inſtant Lord Litchfield ex- 


pired, 
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| pired. He has left an antiuity of fix hun- 
dred pounds to the former, and ten thouſand 
pounds to the latter. The reſt of his for- 
tune and his title devolve on my beloved 
Henry. | | 


Thus I [hs the termination of my ſorrows. | 


Percival joins in affectionate wiſhes for 
your 188 and repoſe. 


| Believe me ever, with readernch and gra- 


"of Pour affectionate niece, 


LAURA LITCHFIELD, 


"Pp * ; k ” "47 N = 4 


